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INTRODUCTION

THE most national as well as the greatest of Roman poets
had reached manhood before his native Cisalpine Gaul
(the modern Lombardy) had obtained the full rights of
Roman citizenship. Publius Vergilius Maro was born on
the 15th of October, 70 B. ¢. in Andes, not far from
Mantua, though probably hardly so near that city as the
village of Pietola, traditionally identified with the birthplace.
His father, a small landowner, a man of humble origin and
modest fortune, placed him in the charge of the best in-
structors, first at Cremona and Milan, and later at Naples
and Rome. At the period of the civil war, following the
death of Cresar, Virgil was living quietly at the home of his
childhood on the banks of the Mincio, and was accupied with
his earliest poems, — pastorals, sometimes ecalled Bucolies,
sometimes Eclogues, the latter word meaning selections,
perhaps distinguishing the tem poems so designated as
selections from a larger number uncompleted or unpublished,
or simply signifying a collection of unconnected poems.
But even in this retreat he was not to escape sharing in
the distresses of the time. The Triumvirs confiscated the
territory of Cremona, which had favored their opponents,
parceling the land among their legionaries, and this not
sufficing, seizure was made of the neighboring Mantuan
demesnes, including the farm of Virgil’s father. Though
Octavianus, in,Tesponse to the poet’s personal application,
restored his land, # was again violently taken from him,
and he left his patria never, so far as is known, to return.
It seems probable, however, that his father’s household were
afterward more securely reinstated. Reference to these
experiences is made in the First and Ninth Eclogues.

326 3t1
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v INTRODUCTION

Henceforward Virgil's life was to follow only peaceful
ways. For whatever losses he may have sustained, the
generosity of Octavianus made ample compensation. In-
deed, the liberality of patrons and admirers, Msmecenas
foremost among them, placed the poet in comparatively
affluent circumstances for the remainder of his life. The
Eclogues, published about 37 B. c., though begun at least
five years before in the writer’s northern home, won imme-
diate and enthusiastic recognition. From the other great
poet of that age comes our chief knowledge of Virgil’s
Roman life, and Horace in his loving appreciation of hLis
friend more than once pays tribute to those qualities of
character and heart which impressed less distinguished
contemporaries and have since revealed themselves to gen-
erations of sympathetic readers.

The time of permanent residence in Rome seems to have
been short. Naples, his “sweet Parthenope,” soon became
Virgil’s most usual dwelling-place, though he also had a
country house in the same beautiful region not far from
Nola. The seven years following the appearance of the
Eclogues were devoted to the composition of the Georgics,
in some respects the most finished of his poems. It is
inspired by an ardent patriotism, a desire to recall to a
country suffering from the manifold evils following ecivil
strife a memory of the simplicity and sanctities, as well as
the stability of the old rural life, and to this end the poet
glorifies in matchless verse the labors of the husbandman,
extolling the beauty and fruitfulness of the land of Italy,
which is his heritage and can repay so bounteously the
toil of her sons. Nowhere do we come so near to the
writer himself, his habits, feelings, beliefs ; a self-revelation
which is an added charm to page after page of the work.

The remaining eleven years of Virgil’s life were devoted
to the Aneid. To produce a national epic had been his
aspiration from his youth, when he had for a time enter-
tained the idea of taking the history of the Kings of Alba
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as a subject, to his maturity, when the project of dealing
with contemporary history and commemorating the deeds
of Augustus took shape in his mind. A happy instinet, or
rather his fine artistic sense, made him cast aside these
themes, and take in their stead the story of Zneas, a tale
that had long been a national legend and in a manner

~ united historic Italy with the mythical and heroic age of

Greece; a subject to be treated poetically and imaginatively,
yet serving as an introduction to the history of Rome, and
in a hundred ways making a sure appeal to Roman feeling.
Of course Virgil took Homer as his model, as he had taken
Theocritus in the Eclogues and Hesiod in the Georgics, for
Greek literature was the sapreme exemplar in his world;

but his aspiration was to be, in his own age and tongue, a
rival rather than a mere follower of his teacher. The
reply that he is said to have made to a critic would show
that he regarded success as justification: ¢Let them try
to steal for themselves as they say I have done for myself,
and they will find that it is easier to rob Hercules of his
club than Homer of a single verse.”

In the year 19 B. c., after eleven years of labor, the
Zneid was completed, save for the final revision, to which
the poet intended to devote the three succeeding years. At
this time, while journeying in Greece, Virgil met Augustus
at Athens, and was persuaded by the Emperor to return
with him to Italy. The poet, whose health was always
delicate, fell ill at Megara, grew constantly worse during
the voyage, and died at Brundisium on the 21st of
September, a few days after his landing. In his last days
he was troubled by what his exacting literary sense
regarded as the unfinished state of his great epic, and he is
said to have wished to burn it, but was prevented from
doing so by his friends. It is also said that he left direc-
tions that it should not be published, but by the command
of Augustus this provision of his will was disregarded.
The poet’s burial-place was on the Via Puteolana (the road
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from Naples to Puteoli), and for centaries his tomb was
venerated as a sacred place.

AH accounts of Virgil’s pereonal qualities which have
come to us are in perfect harmony with the impression of
him obtained from his works. We find him a man of &
sincere, gentle, gracious nature, not without » strain of
melancholy, with a shyness, partly inborn, partly the resalt
of a rustic training, and all a scholar’s shrinking from the
tarmoil of public life and popular applause, loving and
faithfal to kindred and friends, pure in life. Fortunate in
most of the circamstsnces of his lot, he was supremely so
as & poet. Though he died in middle age and before his
crowning work was given to the world, he had tasted all the
sweets of suecess. The andience that rese and gave him such
acclamations as usually greeted Augustus alone typified the
attitude of readers everywhere. Fame both deep and wide-
spread came to him, so to speak, on the instant, and his
primacy was at once ackmowledged by his fellow writers.
He had in truth done in verse what Cicero had done in prose,
— raised the Latin language to its highest point of develop-
ment, — and so his poems came to be the most important
book msed in the schools, an inexhaustible work of reference
and the unquestioned authority with grammarians and rhete-
ricians. The verses of Virgil scrawled upon the walls of
Pompeii by schoolboy hands bring to our eyes evidence -of
how large an influence he speedily beeame in a scholar’s
iife, even in its beginning. The poet, venerated by his
contemporaries, grew to be almost an object of worship
to writers of the following century; his poems were some-
times used as books of divination, and even in the ages of
decadence his dominance was unshaken.

During the Dark Ages Latin might be called a half-liv-
ing tongue, for not only was it the language of the Church,
but of literature as well, and Virgil could be neglected by
no student, notwithstanding the often fierce clerical oppesi-
tion to the study of the Pagan writers. Indeed, some of -his

-
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admirers —3und they were many, even in the years when it
seemed that the works of the great writers of Greece and
Rome were well-nigh forgotten — tried to persusde them-
selves that Virgil, thongh not a Christian, was at least a
prophet of Christianity. The Fourth Eclogue, which sings
of the birth of a child who shall become the regenerator of

"his time and bring in the golden age, was interpreted as a

Messianic prophecy, A prevalant feeling regarding the
poet is well shown in the verses that so late as the fifteenth
century were sung at Mantua in the mass of St. Paul, which
describe the apostle as exclaiming with tears at Virgil’s
tomb, “ What would I not have made thee had I found thee
still alive, O greatest of poets! ”

The noblest mediseval conception of Virgil is to be found
in the Divina Commedia. He was to Dante not only the
first of poets and the one whom he admired most devotedly,
but also the patriotic singer of the beginning of that mighty
Rome whose history the Italian felt was his by inheritance.
Thus both love of letters and love of country drew Dante to
the older poet, to whose verses he brought a sympathetic com-
prehension such as no other man of that age could give.
The conception is mediseval without doubt, but the wise and
gentle guide in the dolorous journey is a presentment drawn
from a loving study of Virgil’s works, and differs from all
others of the Middle Age, not only in degree, but in kind.

In contradistinction to this lofty ideal are the fantastic
legends of Virgil the Magician, which became rife in Naples
in the next century. Whether these fables were of popular
growth or mere tales of magic, of literary origin, matters
little. They found a congenial soil in Campania, fastened
themselves upon the name of the great man who was buried
there, and grew and multiplied amazingly. By the six-
teenth century these legends disappeared so far as the edu-
cated classes were concerned, but the most puerile of them
lingered much longer among the peasantry of southern
Italy.
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The Revival of Learning, the consequent renascence of
the Greek writers, and the growth of modern literature
removed Virgil from that solitary eminence as the supreme
poet which he had occupied for centuries; but after the
inevitable fluctuations of opinion regarding him during the
last four hundred years, he remains one of that small and
glorious company of the poets who are not alone of their
country and time, but for the world and all ages.
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IN the translation of the great Roman epic here offered
to the public, I bave endeavored to fulfil two necessary re-
quirements : first, to render the original Latin as literally
and concisely into pure idiomatic English as could be con-
sistent with a strict metrical form; and, secondly, to make
it, as ably as I could, a poem, retaining somewhat of the
spirit of the original. I have made an earnest attempt to
do what I believe has not yet been successfully done, —a
faithful rendering of the Aneid into fluent, poetic, yet com-
pact and carefully constructed blank verse.

All the best poetical translations of it into English, hith-
erto, have been done chiefly in rhymed couplets; and all,
whatever their other merits, have failed more or less in
fidelity, for the simple reason that they are rhymed. One
need only compare the best known version, Dryden’s, with
the Latin, to see the lamentable transformations the old
Roman bard has suffered (even when piloted by a poet) at
the hands of that seductive siren, Rhyme. Or, to come
down to our own day, take the newest rhymed version,
Professor Conington’s, and, in spite of his infinitely greater
fidelity to the exact language of Virgil, there will still be
found the inevitable failures marking the same despotism.
The conscientious translator is called upon for surrenders
and sacrifices that cannot be afforded. Is it not too much

" to expect, that any one mortal should have skill to mould

the delicate and compact sentences of the Latin poet into a
form so unbending in its verbal exactions? And these exac

1 This Preface introduces the entire work, of which three books are
here given.
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tions are not only attended by perpetual lapses into incorrect
or weak paraphrase ; the incessantly recurrent rhyme gives
an almost unavoidable appearance of antithesis, which dis-
turbs the clear simplicity and directness of the original.
Thus the very fashions which the school of Pope and Dry-
den thought fitting and beautiful and noble, and in which it
loved to drape the old classic bards till it almost hid their
forms from us, are seem %0 be quite inappropriate when
tested by our modern demands and our juster principles of
translation. The translator bas only to try his band at it,
to see to what shifts he is peduced when fettered by these
jingling chains; to find out to what frequent slurrings of
delicate graces and meanings, to what grave omissions,
additions, dilutions, and circumlocations he is pledged. If
it be true that
Rhymmes the rudders are of vevees,
By which, like ships, they steer their courses,

it is also true that they are rocks and shoals ou which poet-
ieal translations, in spite of the adroitest steering, too often
split. In a word, Translation becomes Transformation.

I am aware that there are classical scholars of poetic tastes,
who, while dissatisfied with rhymed versions, yet would fain
see some metrical forms attempted which they think would
approach nearer to the rhythmieal movement of the origi-
nals than do any of the established metres. For the Latin
hexameter, it is suggested, why not adopt the English hex-
ameter? Without wishing to enter upon this much-debated
hexameter question, I would merely say that I think there
are serious objections to the use of this metre for a trausla-
tion of the Zineid, or, indeed, for any long epic poem. It
is easy to write flowing hexameters of a certain sort. But,
to say nothing of the greater advanfage the Latin has in
its winged and airy vowelsyllables, the trouble is to find
in English pure spondaic words enough, without which the
lines must be overloaded with dactyls ; the result being an
effect, in & poem of any length, as fatiguing and monoto-

—
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nous as an inceasant swing or canter. This metre may be
used with saccess, I think, in & brief eclogue, hardly in a
lengthy epic. The impression conveyed by the movement
of the verse in English must differ wmaterially from that
which the original metre conveyed to the ancients, — else it
is diffieult to imagine how it could ever have.become with
them the established form for the epic. To our ears, twelve
long books of modern hexameters oould hardly fail to he a
portentous affair. For myself, I can seldow read more than
a few pages even of the best English specimens of this
rhythm, without a lurking sense of something like verbal pos-
ing and posturing going on, which, even when graceful, has
a perpetual tendency to the constrained and artificial. Iam
quite aware of the fascination there is in the composition
of these quaint and trailing siz-feoters. But in spite of the
Germans, and the theories and experiments of a few poet-
scholars, I cannot but think that the hexameter belongs
exclusively to the costume of the antique ages, and that the
less the epic muse has to do with it, the better. Metres,
like spoken languages, become ohsolete and dead. They
may or may not be revived. But, at any rate, popular and
accepted metres are growths, and not transplantations from
& remote past.

Besides, the difficulty of sustaining to the end, in hex.
ameter, a poem so varied in thought and action as the Zneid,
is & consideration which might well make the .most gifted
rhythmical artist shrink from the task; a task temfold
greater, if it bea main object with him to keep close te
the literal phrasing of ‘the text.

In choosing the form of blank verse in this translation,
I feel as if I had better obeyed the inferemtial Scriptural
suggestion of putting old wine into old skins, than if I had
tried to pump it into any such antique jars. That the form
I have chosen is comparatively modern is no objection. It
is not a mew, nor a transplanted form. Blank verse is
& goad old sound English growth, long ago adopted, and
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gloriously illumined by the greatest poets in our

If it is deficient in movement, it must be the fault of the
writer, not of the verse. I cannot think of a form more
fitting for an epic, nor one, on the whole, better adapted to
& worthy rendering of the sense and spirit of the Kneid.
could not help feeling, too, while engaged in my task, that
the Latin lines lend themselves to the very requirements of
blank verse, in the fact that their conciseness so often obliges
an overlapping of one translated line into the next, and
thus favors the variation of the pause, which in this metre
is 80 essential to the avoidance of monotony and the sus-
taining of rhythmical effect.

I have not troubled myself greatly about consulting the
various English translations of the Zneid. I should like to
have compared my work with Dr. Trapp’s, the only blank-
verse version, I believe, of any note ; but have not been able
to obtain it. Dryden’s and Conington’s rhymed versions
are the only two with which I have much acquaintance.
The Earl of Surrey’s version of the second and fourth
Books I have only glanced at. It is noticeable as the
earliest blank-verse essay in.our literature. While some-
what too antiquated in style for the present day, it has,
apparently, the merit of being literal. Thomas Phaer, in
1558, translated seven Books of the Zneid into rhymed
couplets, of fourteen-syllable verse, if I remember. The
remaining Books were done by Thomas Twine, and the
whole was published in 1584. It is as obsolete in much of
its phraseology as Surrey’s; but from a cursory examina-
tion, it seems to be better than its fame. Pitt’s version I
am unacquainted with. It is spoken of as very tame, and
not faithful. Symmons’s, which like Pitt’s and Dryden’s,
is in heroic rhyme, I have known only in parts, and since I
completed my own. It seems more faithful than Dryden’s;
but then Symmons was not a poet, and Dryden was, thongh
an unequal one. Professor Conington’s, in the Scott’s-
Marmion octosyllabic metre, is ingenious, frequently poetic,
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and, as far as the translator’s shackles would allow, faithful.
But it is like Virgil in short-hand. Debarred by the fre-
quently recurring rhyme from a literal rendering, yet de-
sirous of slurring nothing, he merely touches and suggests,
where he should linger ; and, missing the graceful sweep of
Virgil’s lines, reads too much like a sort of classical Sir
Walter.

I am far from pretending that my versification may not
frequently fail to convey the movement of the Latin lines
to the ear of those to whom they are familiar. What I
have aimed at has been to render simply and concisely,
without omission, addition, or periphrasis, and at the same
time fluently, keeping in mind the best ideals of blank
verse. The only departure made from this metre has been
in two brief passages where it seemed to me the answers of
the Oracle in pentameter rhyme might make an agreeable
contrast. ;

I bave followed mainly Professor Anthon’s text, and
must thank him for what benefit I have derived from his
valuable notes and occasional renderings. I may be sowe-
what indebted, too, to Davidson’s prose translation, with
which I have compared portions of my own. And I wish,
in conclusion, to express my obligation to my friend, Pro-
fessor James Russell Lowell, for many good criticisms and
suggestions in revising my manuscript.

September, 1872,

C-PQCO
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THE ZANEID

BOOK I

I siNe of arms, and of the man who first
Came from the coasts of Troy to Italy

And the Lavinian shores, exiled by fate.
Much was he tossed about upon the lands
And on the ocean by supernal powers,
Because of cruel Juno’s sleepless wrath.
Many things also suffered he in war, -

Until he built a city, and his gods

Brought into Latium ; whence the Latin race,

‘The Alban sires, and walls of lofty Rome.

O Mause, the causes tell, for what affront,

And why incensed, the queen of gods compelled
A hero for his piety renowned

To undergo such sufferings and such toils.

Is there such anger in celestial minds ?

There was an ancient city, Carthage, held

By Tyrian settlers, facing from afar

Italia, and the distant Tiber’s mouth ;

Rich in-resources, fierce in war’s pursuits
And this one city, Juno, it was said,

Far more than every other land esteemed,
Samos itself.being less. Here were her arms,



2 JUNO’'S HATRED OF THE TROJANS [Xw~zD

Her chariot here ; e’en then the goddess strove

‘With earnest hope to found a kingdom here

Of universal sway, should fate permit. . »
But of a race derived from Trojan blood

She had heard, who would o’erturn the Tyrian towers
One day, and that a people of wide rule,

And proud in war, descended thence, would come
For Libya’s doom. So did the Fates decree. %
This fearing, mindful of the former war

She had led at Troy for her belovéd Greeks,

The causes of her ire and cruel griefs

Saturnia had not forgot, but still

Remembered, hoarded in her deepest thought, / »
The judgment given by Paris, and the affront

Of beauty scorned, — the hated Trojan race,

Aud honors granted to rapt Ganymede.

Inflamed by these, she drove from Latium far

The Trojan remnant that escaped the Greeks, “
And fierce Achilles; and for many years

They wandered, driven by fate, round all the seas. .
Such task it was to found the Roman state.

Scarce out of sight of Sicily, they spread
Their sails with joyous hearts, and o’er the sea ©

With brazen prows were plunging through the foam,

‘When Juno, the eternal wound still fresh

Within her breast, thus with herself communed : —
¢ Shall T who bhave begun desist, o’ercome,

Nor avert from Italy this Trojan king ? 8
The Fates forbid, forsooth! Shall Pallas burn

The fleet of the Greeks, and drown them in the sea,
All for the crime and furious lust of one, —

Ajax, Oileus’ son? She from the clouds

Snatched the swift fire of Jove, and hurling, smote &

. ’|
|
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Boox I] JUNO'S INTERVIEW WITH ZOLUS 3

The ships, and scattered them, and upturned all

The sea with winds; and him, by whirlwinds seized,
And breathing flames from his transfixéd breast,

On a sharp rock impaled. But I, who move

Queen of the gods, Jove’s sister and his spouse, o
So many years with one sole race wage war.

And who henceforth will worship Juno’s power,

Or suppliant at her altars lay his gifts ? ”

Such things revolving in her flaming heart,

Unto Aolia, region of the clouds, I
Places that teemed with furious winds, she came.
Here, in a cavern vast, King Aolus

Over the struggling winds and sounding storms

His empire holds, and binds them fast in chains.
They, chafing, with great mountain murmurs roar «

. Around their cloisters. On his lofty seat

Sits Aolus, with sceptre, and their wrath

Assuages, and their fury moderates.

Else would they bear away, with rapid force,

Sea, earth, and heaven, and sweep them through the
air. ®

But the omnipotent father, fearing this,

Hid them in gloomy caves, and o’er them set

The mass of lofty mountains ; and a king

Gave them, who, by a compact sure, might know

‘When to restrain and when to loose the reins. )

To him then, suppliant, Juno spake these words : —

¢ O Zolus, I know that unto thee,

The father of the gods and king of men

Grants to assuage and lift with winds the waves.

A race now sails upon the Tyrrhene Sea &

Hostile to me,— Ilium to Italy

Transporting, and their conquered household gods.

Strike force into thy winds — sink deep their ships —

[

[



4 ZOLUS SENDS A TEMPEST [Z~E L

Or drive them wide asunder, and the waves

Strew with their corpses. Twice seven nymphs are
mine ; %

The fairest, Deiopea, will I give

To thee in wedlock firm, to be thine own,

And, for such service, pass her years with thee,

And make thee father of a lovely race.”

Zolus answered : “ Thine, (0) queen, whate’er ]
Thou choosest to require; ’t is mine to obey.

Thou givest me whatever sovereignty

Is mine — my sceptre, and the favor of Jove,

And to recline at banquets of the gods,

And all the power I hold o’er clouds and storms.” 10

~
, Thus having said, with his inverted spear

He smote the hollow mountain on the side.

Then forth the winds, like some great marching host,

Vent being given, rush turbulent, and blow
~ In whirling storm abroad upon the lands: 106

Down pressing on the sea from lowest depths

Upturned, Eurus and Notus all in one

Blowing, and Africus with rainy squalls,

Dense on the vast waves rolling to the shore.

Then follow clamoring shouts of men, and noise 10

Of whistling cordage. On a sudden, clouds

Snatch from the Trojans all the light of day

And the great sky. Black night lies on the sea. o

The thunder rolls, the incessant lightnings flash ; i
~And to the erews all bodes a present death. 115

ZAneas’ limbs relax with sudden cold ;

Groaning, his bands he stretches to the stars.

¢ Oh, thrice and four times happy they,”. he cries,

% To whom befell beneath Troy’s lofty walls

)

e,



' Book I RESULT OF THE TEMPEST 5

To encounter death before their fathers’ eyes ! 120
O Diomed, thou bravest of the Greeks,

Why could I not have fallen on Ilium’s fields,
Pouring my warm life out beneath thy hand ? —
Where valiant Hector lies, by Achilles’ spear

Slain, and where tall Sarpedon was o’erthrown, — 12
‘Where Simois rolls along, bearing away

Beneath his waves so many shields and casques,

So many corpses of brave heroes slain!”

"C__Thus while he cried aloud, a roaring blast
From out the north strikes full against the sails, 1%

And the waves touch the stars; the oars are snapped; - -

The ship swings round, and gives to the waves its side
A steep and watery mountain rolls apace:
Some on its summit hang ; and some beneath
Behold the earth between the yawning waves : 18
Mingled with sand the boiling waters hiss.
On hidden rocks three ships the south-wind hurls, —

" Rocks by the Italian sailors Altars called ;

. A vast ridge on a level with the sea.
Three others by the east-wind from the deep 140
" Are driven upon the quicksands and the shoals, —
Dreadful to see, — upon the shallows dashed,
And girt around by drifting heaps of sand.
One, that conveyed the Lycians, and that bore
Faithful Orontes, there, before his eyes, i)
A huge sea from above strikes on the stern,

" Dashing the pilot headlong on the waves.
Three times the surges whirl the ship around,
In the swift vortex of the sea ingulfed ;
Then scattered swimmers in the vast abyss 15
Are seen, and arms, and planks, and Trojan spoils.
Now the strong ship of Ilioneus, now

b e ————

L



6  NEPTUNE REBUKES THE WINDS [Zwzm

Of brave Achates, and the barks that bore

Abas, and old Aletes, are o’erwhelmed,

And all their yawning sides with loosened joints 1
Drink in the bitter drench.

Meanwhile, below,

Neptune was conscious of the sea disturbed

With loud uproar, and of the tempest sent,

And the callm deeps convulsed. Profoundly moved,
He gazes up, and lifts his placid head 160
Above the waves ; Aineas’ scattered fleet

O’er all the ocean sees ; the Trojan hosts

Oppressed with waves and the down-rushing sky.
And not to Juno’s brother were unknown

Her arts and anger. Then to him he calls 165
Eurus and Zephyrus, and thus he speaks: —
_% Can such reliance on your birth be yours,

O Winds, that now, without authority

Of mine, ye dare to mingle heaven and earth

In discord, and such mountain waves upraise? = 1
Whom I — But best allay these angry seas.

Not thus shall ye escape your next offence.

Away | — say this unto your king: Not his

The empire of the seas, the_trident_stern,

But given to me, by fate. The savage rocks 3
He holds, O Eurus, your abiding-place.

Let Aolus boast his power within those halls,

And reign in the pent prison of the winds!”

So spake the god : and swifter than his speech

He smooths the swelling waves, the gathered clouds 1s
Disperses, and the sunshine brings again.

With him Cymothoé and Triton bend

‘With all their force, and from the jagged rocks

Push off the ships: with trident he himself

Upheaves them, and lays open the vast shoals, 185

W -
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And smooths the deep, as with light wheels he glides
Along the surface of the waves. As when

Sedition in a multitude has risen,

And the base mob is raging with fierce minds,

" And stones and firebrands fly, and fury lends 190

Arms to the populace, — then should some man

Of reverence and of worth appear, they stand

Silent, and listen with attentive ears:

He rules their minds with words, and calms their
- breasts :

So all the clamor of the sea subsides, 195

‘When, looking forth, the father, borne along

Beneath the open sky, directs his steeds,

And flying, to his swift car gives the reins,

The weary Trojans aim to reach the shores

That nearest lie, and turn to the Libyan coasts. =
Within a deep recess there is a place

Where with its jutting sides an island forms

A port, by which the rolling ocean waves

Are broken, and divide in lesser curves.

On either side vast rocks and twin-like cliffs 2
Threaten the sky ; beneath whose towering tops

The sea lies safe and tranquil all around.

Above, a wall with trembling foliage stands,
O’ershadowed by a dark and gloomy grove;

And underneath the opposing front, a cave 2
Amid the hanging cliffs is seen. Within

Are pleasant springs, and seats of natural rock,

A dwelling for the nymphs. No cable here,

Nor any anchor holds with crooked fluke

The weary ships. Hither ZAneas brings s
Seven of the ships collected from his fleet.

And here, with a great longing for the land,



8 ZENEAS KILLS SEVEN STAGS [ZENEm

The Trojans disembark, and gain the beach

Desired ; and drenched and dripping with the brine,
They stretch their weary limbs upon the shore.- - =0
And first, with flint, Achates struck a spark,

And caught the fire in leaves; and round about

Dry fuel piled, and swiftly fanned the flame.

They bring forth then their corn, by water spoiled,
And implements of Ceres, — with their toils 25
Exhausted, — and prepare to scorch with fire

Their rescued grain, and break it with a stone.

Meanwhile Aneas climbs upon a cliff,

And far out on the ocean strains his eyes,

If any one like Antheus he may espy, 0
Tossed by the wind in any Phrygian bark;

Or Capys, or Caicus, with his arms

- Upon the stern. No sail in sight. Three stags
Upon the shore, straying about, he sees ;

And following these the whole herd troops behind, s
And browses all along the valleys.” Here

He stopped and seized his bow and arrows swift,
Which arms the trusty Achates bore. And first

The leaders he strikes down, their lofty heads

‘With branching antlers crowned ; and next he smites 20
The vulgar herd, and drives them with his darts,
Mixed in confusion through the leafy woods.

Nor does the victor stop till he has felled

Seven huge beasts, the num”er of his ships ;

Then to the port returning, parts the prey us
Among his comrades.} And the wines with which

The good Acestes had filled full their casks,

On the Trinacrian shore, when leaving him,

These he divides among them ; and with words

Qf comfort thus consoles their sorrowing hearts : — 250

' *
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Book I THE FEAST ON THE SHORE 9

“ Q friends, who greater sufferings still have borne,
(For not unknown to us are former griefs,)
An end also to these the deity
Will give. You have approached the furious rage
Of Seylla, and her hoarse resounding cliffs. %
You the Cyclopean rocks have known full well.
Recall your courage ; banish gloomy fears.
Some day perhaps the memory even of these
Shall yield delight. Through various accidents,
Through many a strait of fortune, we are bound =
For Latium, where our fates point out to us
A quiet resting-place. There ’tis decreed
Troy’s kingdom shall arise again. Be firm,
And keep your hearts in hope of brighter days.”
— T~ .
Such were his words: yet sick with weighty cares, s
He in his features but dissembled hope,
And pressed his heavy trouble down. But they
Busy themselves about their eaptured game,
And preparations for approaching feasts. :
The skin from off the ribs they strip, lay bare m
The carcasses, and cut the meat apart,
And fix the quivering limbs upon the spits.
Otbhers set brazen caldrons on the sand,
And tend the fires beneath ; then they refresh
Their strength with food, and, stretched upon the
grass, s
With the old wine and juicy meat are filled.
Hunger appeased, and dishes then removed,
In long discourse about their comrades lost
They make conjectures, between hope and fear,

Uncertain if they still may be alive, ]
Or have suffered death, nor hear when they are called.
Chiefly the good Zineas mourns the lot -



10 VENUS ADDRESSES JOVE [Zxzm

And cruel fate, now of Orontes brave,
And now of Amyecus, and Gyas strong,
And strong Cloanthus.
Now there was an end s

At length ; when Jove from his ethereal heights
Upon the sail-winged ocean looking down,
~ And the wide lands, and shores, and nations spread
Beneath, stood on the pinnacle of heaven,

And on the realm of Libya fixed his eyes. 20
But him, revolving in his mind such cares,

Venus, more sad than was her wont, addressed,

Her brilliant eyes suffused with tears: ¢ O thou

Who rulest over men and gods with sway

Eternal, — terrible with lightnings | — what 5
Offence so great has my Aneas done
’Grainst thee, what have the Trojans done, that they,
Suffering so many deaths, the earth entire,

On Italy’s account, is shut to them ?

For surely thou didst promise that one day T o0
In the revolving years, from these should spring

The Romans, leaders from the Teucrian blood
Restored, and hold the sea, and hold thb land

In sovereign sway. What new resolve has changed
Thy mind, O sire? For I was wont with this 305
Myself to solace for Troy’s overthrow,

And its sad ruin, weighing adverse fates

With fates. But now the same mischance pursues
These men long driven by calamities.

What end giv’st thou, great king, unto their toils ? s
Antenor, from the midst of Grecian hosts

Escaped, was able, safe, to penetrate

The Illyrian bay, and see the interior realms

Of the Liburni; and to pass beyond

The source of the Timavus, issuing whence, s
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With a vast mountain murmur from nine springs,

A bursting flood goes forth, and on the fields

Crowds with resounding waters. Yet he here
Founded the walls of Padua, and built

The Trojan seats, and to the people gave )
A name, and there affixed the arms of Troy.

Now, laid at rest, he sleeps in placid peace.

But we, thy offspring, to whom thou dost give

The promise of the palaces of heaven, —

Our ships are lost, — ah bitter woe | — and we R
Betrayed, to satisfy the wrath of one,

And driven far from the Italian shores.

Is this the reward of filial piety ?

And dost thou thus restore our sceptred sway ? ”

Then with that countenance with which he calms
The stormy skies, the Sire of men and gods,

Smiling, his daughter fondly kissed, and spake : —

¢ Spare thy fears, Cythereg, for unmoved

Thy people’s fates remain for thee; and thou .
Shalt see Lavinium and its promised walls, s
And tc the stars of heaven shalt bear sublime

The noble-souled ZAneas; nor do I turn

From my intent. He (but to thee alone

I tell it, since these cares oppress thy mind ;

The secrets of the Fates revolving far L
In future eras, I for thee will move), —

He on Italia a great war shall wage,

And shall subdue the fierce and hostile tribes,

And give them laws, and manners, and walled town..,
Till the third summer shall have seen him king ax
In Latium, and three winters shall have passed
After the Rutuli have been subdued.

Baut the young boy Ascanius, unto whom



12 DESTINY OF THE TROJAN RACE [Xxxm

The name Tulus now is added (he ‘
Tlus was called, while stood the Ilian realm), — 0
Thirty great circles of revolving months

Shall in his reign complete, and shall transfer

The kingdom from Laviniam, and with strength
Fortify Alba Longa. Here shall reign

Kings of Hectorean race, three hundred years, 155
Till Ilia, a priestess and a queen,

Pregnant by Mars, has given birth to twins.

Then, in the tawny shelter of a wolf,

His nurse, exulting, Romulus shall take

The nation in his sway, and build the walls "
Of the Mavortian city, and his name

Give to the Romans. Nor shall I to them

Set bounds or seasons. Empire without end

I have given. Nay, harsh Juno, who disturbs

With fear the sea and land and sky, will change s
Her counsels for the better, and with me

Cherish the Romans, masters of affairs,

The toga’d nation. Such is my decree.

An age is coming in the gliding years,

When the descendants of Assaracus m
Phthia and famed Mycenz shall subdue,

And conquered Argos. Of illustrious birth

The Trojan Cesar shall be born, whose sway

The ocean, and whose fame the stars alone

Shall limit ; — Julius called, — a name derived m
From great Tulus. Free from all thy cares,

At length to heaven thou shalt receive him, rich
‘With Orient spoils, invoked with prayers and vows.
‘Then shall the barbarous centuries grow mild,

Wars end, and gray-haired Faith and Vesta rule;
And Romulus with his brother Remus give

Laws to the land. The dreadful gates of war
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Will then be shut with iron bolts and bars.

The wicked Furor on his cruel arms,

Bound with a hundred brazen knots behind, Y
Will sit within, and rage with bloody mouth.”

He said ; and from on high sends down the son

Of Maia, that the lands and new-built towers

Of Carthage might 2e opened to receive

As guests the Trojans ; lest in ignorance o
Of fate, Dido should drive them from her shores.
Through the vast air with rowing wings he flies,

And quickly alighted on the Libyan coasts.

And now he executes his high commands ;

And at his will the Carthaginians lay ]
Aside their fierceness ; and the queen in chief
Toward the Trojans turns with friendly thoughts.

But good Aineas, pondering many things

All through the night, soon as the cheering dawn

Of day should come, resolved to issue forth, 0
And to explore this country all unknown ;

Upon what shores the wind had driven him;

By whom inhabited, or men or beasts, —

For all seemed wild, — and to his friends report
What he might find. Beneath a hollow rock s
‘With overhanging woods he hides his fleet,

Shut in around by trees and gloomy shades.

‘Then forth he goes, accompanied alone

By Achates; in his hand two broad-tipped spears.”
To him then, in the middle of a wood, “
Appeared his mother, with a virgin’s face

And robe, and weapons of a virgin too ;

Either of Spartan race, or like the fair

Thracian Harpalyce when she fatigues

Her steeds, more swift than Hebrus in his course. as
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For from the 'shoulders of the huntress hung
The ready bow, and to the winds she had given
Her loosened locks. Bare to the kaee she stood.
Her flowing robe was gathered in a knot.
¢« Ho, warrior youths!” she cried; ¢ tell me if yo
Any one of my sisters here have seen
Wandering, with quiver girt, and spotted hide
Of lynx; or pressing on the foaming boar
With clamorous cries.” So Venus spoke ; and thus
Her son: “ None of thy sisters have I seen o
Or heard; O Virgin! tell me by what name
Shall I address thee ; for thy countenance,
Thy voice, are not a mortal’s; surely then
A goddess, — Pheebus’ sister, or a nymph.
Oh, be propitious! and, whoe’er thou art, o
" Relieve our sufferings; tell us in what clime,
On what shores, we are cast ; for ignorant
Alike of men and places here we stray,
Driven hither by the winds and by the waves ;
And on thy altars many victims slain s
We'll offer thee!” Then Venus: I indeed
Am all unworthy to receive such honor.
It is the custom of the Tyrian maids
To bear the quiver, and about the leg
To bind the purple buskin. Tyrians here "
Thou seest, — Agenor’s city, and the realm
Of Carthage, on the Libyan land, — a race
Untamable in war. Dido from Tyre
The kingdom rules, who from her brother fled.
Long is the story of her wrongs, and long “w
Its windings ; but the chief events 1’1l tell.
Sychzus was her spouse, of all Pheenicians
The wealthiest in lands, and greatly loved
By her, unhappy. She was given to him
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A virgin by her father, and was wed ]

With fairest omens. But Pygmalion,

Her brother, ruled in Tyre ; a monster he

Of crime. A feud arose between the two.

Regardless of his sister’s wedded love,

He, blind with lust of gold, in secrecy o

The unguarded husband at the altar slew.

Long hé concealed the crime, and wickedly

Inventing many a tale, the loving queen

Deceived with empty hope. Bat in her sleep

The ghost of her unburied husband came, w

Lifting a visage marvellously pale ;

And showed the cruel altars, and laid bare

The breast the dagger pierced, uncovering all

The hidden crimes of his detested house;

And counselled her to leave the land, and fly ; “s

And, for her journey’s aid, disclosed to her

Much ancient treasure hidden in the earth,

An unknown heap of silver and of gold.

Thus moved, Dido prepared for flight, and chose

Companions. All assembled who were led a

By hatred of the tyrant or by fear.

They seized upon some ships, ready by chance,

And loaded them with treasure ; and the wealth

Of covetous Pygmalion was conveyed

Away across the sea. A woman led s

The enterprise. They reached the shores (where now

Soon thou shalt see the mighty battlements

And citadel of our new Carthage rise),

And purchased ground, called Byrsa, from the fact, —

As much as a bull’s hide could compass round. )
“But who are ye? From what shores do ye come?

And whither are ye going?” With a sigh,

And voice dragged from his deepest breast, he spoke:
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¢ O goddess, if I should recount our woes

From their first origin, and thou find time -
To hear, the evening star would lead the day

To rest, and all the Olympian sky be shat!

“ From ancient Troy, if thou perchance hast heard
The name of Troy, we have been driven by storms
O’er various seas, upon these Libyan coasts “ .
I am called the good Zneas, known to fame ‘
Above the ether, who our household gods
Snatched from our enemies, and in my fleet -

Convey. Italia, my ancestral land,

And the race sprung from Jove supreme, I seek. s
With twice ten ships upon the Phrygian Sea,

My divine mother showing me the way,

I, following my destinies, embarked.

Scarce seven of these, shattered by storms, are saved.
And I, unknown and needy, traverse here "
The Libyan deserts, banished from the shores

Of Europe, and of Asia ”—

But no more ;
Did Venus suffer of her son’s complaint,
But in the middle of his grief, thus spoke : —
¢ Whoe’er thou art, not hated, I believe, 505

By the Celestials, dost thou breathe this air,

Since to the Tyrian city thou hast come.

Continue now thy course, and hence proceed

Toward the royal palace of the queen.

For I announce to thee thy friends returned, s -
_____.,-..,__Thy fleet brought back into a harbor safe,

The north-winds having changed ; unless to me

My parents taught false augury, self-deceived.

See yon twelve swans rejoicing in a flock,

‘Which, but a moment since, Jove’s eagle scared, su |

And gliding from on high, drove through the air.

— e —h
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Now in long line either on earth they light,

Or, looking down, see their companions lit.

As they, returning, sport with whistling wings,
Clustered together with their joyful cries,

Just so thy ships and thy brave youths e’en now
Are either safe in port, or sailing in.

Go then, and, as thy path leads, bend thy steps.”

She said ; and turning, gleamed with rosy neck,

And from her head divinest odors breathed

In her ambrosial hair. Around her feet

Floated her flowing robe ; and in her gait

All the true goddess was revealed. But he,

When now he knew his mother as she fled,

Thus followed with his voice: “ Ah, why so oft

Dost thou deceive thy son, thou cruel too,

With airy images? Why not join hand

With hand, and real langnage hear and speak? ”
Thus he reproaches her, and onward moves

Toward the walls. But Venus with a mist

ta
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Obscured them, walking, and around their forms

Wove a thick veil, lest any should perceive

Or harm them, or delay, or seek to know

~ Why they had come. But she herself on high -
Her way to Paphos took, and saw again

‘With joy her seats, and saw her temples, where
A hundred altars stand, and glow with sweet
Sabzan incense, and with fresh-culled flowers.

Following their pathway then they hastened on,
And now a hill ascended, which-o’erlooked

The city and its towers. Aneas there

Admires the mass of buildings, once mere huts ;
Admires the gates, the bustle, and the streets.

2

840

\
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The ardent Tyrians urge their busy tasks;

Some at the walls, some at the citadel 550
Toil, rolling up the stones. Some choose a spot

For building, and a furrow trace around.

And forms of law and magistrates they make,

And choose a reverend senate. Others here

Are scooping docks ; and others still lay down 563
The large foundations of a theatre,

And cut huge columns from the quarried rocks,

The lofty ornaments for future scenes.

As in the early summer when the bees

Toil in the sunshine through the flowery fields, 560
And lead their full-grown offspring from thelr hives;
Or pack their liquid honey into cells,

Distending them with nectar sweet ; or take

The loads of those that come ; or, forming lines,
Expel the lazy drones; the work grows warm, 565
And all the honey smells of fragrant thyme.

¢ O happy ye, whose walls are rising now!

ZAineas says, as on their towers he looks ;

Then onward moves, surrounded by the cloud,

And, wonderful to tell, amid the throng 70
Mingles, and passes through, unseen by all.

There stood a grove within the city’s midst,
Delicious for its shade ; where, when they came
- First to this place, by waves and tempest tossed,

The Carthaginians from the earth dug up o

An omen royal Juno had foretold

That they should find, a noble horse’s head ;

Thus intimating that tlns race would shine,

Famous in war, and furnished with supplies,

For ages. Here the great Sidonian queen o
A temple built to Juno, rich in gifts,
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And in the presence of the goddess blessed.
A brazen threshold rose above the steps,
With brazen posts connecting, and the hinge
Creaked upon brazen doors. Within this grove s
A new thing they beheld, which their first fear
Relieved ; and here Aneas first began
To hope for safety, with a better trust
In his afflicted state. For while he waits
The coming of the queen, and looks around oo
At every object in the spacious temple,
And on the city’s fortune wondering,
And skill and labor of the artisans,
He sees the Trojan battles painted there
In order, and the wars now known to fame 505
Through the whole earth. The Atride there he sees,
And Priam, and Achilles, foe to both.
Fixed to the spot he stood, and weeping, said :
¢ What place, Achates, and what land on earth
Ys not replete with stories of our woes ? 60
. See, Priam | — Worthy deeds e’en here are praised,
And mortal sufferings move their thoughts and tea-s.
_Banish all fear! This fame some safety brings.”
So saying, he on the unreal picture fed
'His mind, with heavy sighs, and streaming tears. e
For now he saw how, battling around Troy,
Here fled the Greeks, and pressed the Trojan youths,
The Phrygians there, and crested Achilles urged
His chariot on. And next, with tears, he saw
The snow-white tents of Rhesus, which, betrayed e
By the first sleep, the cruel Diomed
Laid waste with carnage, and into his camp
The fiery coursers turned, ere they should taste
Of Trojan pasture, or drink the Xanthian wave.
Here Troilus he sees, the unhappy youth . ]
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Flying, his shield lost, in unequal fight
Met by Achilles ; now by his horses whirled,
Still to his empty chariot, thrown to earth,
Grasping his reins, he clings ; his neck and hair
Along the earth are dragged, and through the

dust o0
His pointed spear reversed makes idle tracks.
Meanwhile the Trojan women to the shrine
Of unpropitious Pallas go, with hair
Unbound, wearing the peplus, suppliant all
And sad, and beat their breasts. The goddess still as
Averts her eyes fixed sternly on the ground.
Three times Achilles round the walls of Troy
Had dragged the lifeless Hector, and his corpse
‘Was bartering for gold. Zneas here
Groaned from his inmost breast, as he beheld o
The chariot, spoils, and his friend’s corpse itself ;
And Priam stretching out his helpless arms.
Also himself he saw, mixed with the chiefs
Of Greece, and the Eastern forces, and the arms
Of swarthy Memnon. Penthesilea next, ]
Raging, led on the Amazonian bands,
With crescent bucklers, eager in the fight ;
A golden girdle 'neath her naked breast ; —
A maiden warrior, daring to contend
With men!

While thus Aineas wondering views e

These things, and stands with a bewildered gaze,
Dido the queen in all her loveliness
Has come into the temple, a great band
Of warrior youths attending on her steps.
As on Eurotas’ banks, or on the tops s
Of Cynthus, when Diana leads along
Her dancing choirs, a thousand mountain nymphs
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Follow and cluster, right and left; but she,

Bearing the quiver on her shoulder, walks

Taller than all the goddesses around ; ot
While silent rapture fills Latona’s breast : — '
Such Dido was, as radiantly she stood

Amid the throng, her mind bent on affairs,

And busy with her future sovereignty.

Then in the temple’s sacred gates, beneath o5
The vaulted roof, her arméd bands around,

And raised upon a lofty throne, she sat,

To administer the laws and rights to all,

And by division just to equalize

Their tasks, or else determine them by lot : — )
‘When suddenly Aneas sees approach,

With a great multitude surrounding them,

Antheus, Sergestus, and the strong Cloanthus,

And other Trojans, whom the frowning storm

Had scattered on the sea, or carried off o=
To other coasts. Astonished he stood there,

As did Achates, struck with joy and fear.

Eager, they burned to grasp their comrades’ hands;
But the uncertain issue troubled them. .

So they refrain, and from their hollow cloud o
Observe what chance may have befallen their friends;
Upon what shore they left their fleet, and why

They came together ; for from every ship

They came, as though selected, and approached

The temple, loudly begging to be heard. L

When they had entered, and full leave was given

To speak, their eldest, Ilioneus, thus

With tranquil tones began: *“ O queen, to whom
Jove has given power to found a city new,

And with just rule to curb the haughty tribes, ]

/

-
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‘We, miserable Trojans, tossed about

By storms upon the seas, appeal to thee.
Defend our galleys from the dreadful flames ;

- Spare a devout and unoffending race,

And take a nearer view of our affairs.

We do not come with swords to desolate

The Libyan homes, or to the shores bear off
The plunder. No such hostile mind is ours ;
Nor can we, vanquished, entertain such pride.
There is a place, by Greeks Hesperia called ;
An ancient 1and it is, potent in arms,

And rich in fertile soil ; by (Enotrian men
Once tilled. Now, their descendants, it is said,
Call it Italia, from their leader’s name.

Hither our course was shaped, when suddenly,
Stormy Orion rising, on blind shoals

Swept us, the sport of insolent south-winds,
And overpowered by the drenching brine,
Across the sea, and over pathless rocks ;
Hither we few have floated to your shores.

But what a race is this, — what barbarous land,
Permitting such a custom, — to refuse

Its sea-coast’s barren hospitalities,

And stir up war on us, forbid to set

Our feet upon the first shore that we see |

If ye despise the human race, and arms

Of mortal men, yet must ye know the gods
Are mindful evermore of right and wrong.
Zneas was our king, than whom no man
More just in piety e’er lived, or great

In war and arms; whom if the Fates preserve,—
If still he breathes the ethereal air, not yet

A dweller in the cruel shades of death, —

We have no fear that thou wilt e’er repent

700
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To have surpassed him in a generous deed. s
In the Sicilian lands there are fields for us,

And cities ; and renowned Acestes there

Derives his lineage from the Trojan blood.

Suffer us but to draw on shore our fleet

Shattered by winds, and from the woods to choose e
New timbers and new oars, if so we may,

Holding our course to Italy, our friends

And king restored, joyfully yet attain

That land and Latium. But if our chief hope

Is gone, — if thee, best father of our race, 5
The Libyan sea ingulfs, nor hope remains

Of young Iulus, — we may seek at least

The straits of Sicily, the seats prepared

In King Acestes’ realm, from which we came.”

Thus pleaded Ilioneus. With one voice ™
The other Trojans murmured their consent.

Then briefly Dido spoke, with downcast eyes : —
. % Trojans, dismiss your fears, banish your cares,
/ Experience hard and my new kingdom’s needs
Force me to use such measures, and to guard 75
My boundaries far and wide. But who knows not
Zneas’ race, and Troy, — her valorous deeds,
Her men, and devastations of her war?
‘We Carthaginians bear not hearts so dull ;
. Nor does the Sun his coursers yoke so far e
From this our Tyrian city. Whether you
The great Hesperia and Saturnian fields
Desire, or land of Eryx, and the king
Acestes, I will send you safe away,
With help from my resources. Or if here us
. On equal terms with us ye would remain,
The city which I build is yours. Draw up
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v 408 and Tyrians shall from me

~ow. And would to heaven your hng

<as, hither borne might come,
-ame winds compelled! I to the coasts
ad sure messengers, and give commands
arch the farthest parts of Libya,
. wrecked, he wanders in some wood or town.”

Their minds excited by these words, long since
Zineas and Achates burned to break

Forth from the cloud. But first Achates urged
Zneas thus : “ O thou of birth divine,

What wish is this that rises in thy mind ?

All now is safe,— our fleet, our friends restored ; — 7

One only absent, whom with our own eyes
‘We saw the sea ingulf ; but all the rest
Accords with what thy mother’s words foretold.”
Scarce had he spoken, when the veiling cloud
Suddenly broke, dissolving into air.

There stood Aneas, shining in the light,
With countenance and shoulders like a god.
For she herself, his mother, on her son

Had breathed a glory in his locks, and light
Of radiant youth, and splendor in his eyes.

So skill adds beauty to the ivory,

Or gives the silver or the Parian stone
Setting of yellow gold. Then to the queen,
Sudden and unforeseen by all, he said : —

¢ Behold me here before you, — him you seek,
Trojan Zneas, snatched from Libyan waves !
O thou who alone hast pitied our woes, —

" The unutterable sufferings of our Troy !

Who to us, a remnant from the Greeks, long tossed

On sea and land, by much disaster worn,
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And wanting everything, dost give a share

Of city and home ; — it is not in our power,

O Dido! nor in that of any men
Of Tro]an race, scattered about the world,

To give thee worthy thanks. If anywhere ]
The gods regard the good ; if anywhere

Be justice, and a mind within itself

Conscious of rectitude, — the gods shall give
Deserved reward to thee. What times so blest

As those that bear thee? Or what parents boast ™
Such offspring? While the rivers to the sea

Shall run, — while mountain shadows move around
Their sides, — and while the heavens shall feed the

stars,

So long thy honor, and thy name and praise

Shall last, whatever lands may eall me hence.” e
This said, with his right hand he grasps the hand

Of Ilioneus, Serestus with his left : —

Then Gyas, and Cloanthus, and the rest.

P A

Dumb with amazement at first sight of him

And his hard lot, Sidonian Dido stood, o
And thus began : “O thou of birth divine,

‘What destiny pursues thee through a course

Of so much peril? On these savage coasts

What power has thrown thee ? Art thou then indeed
Zneas, whom the lovely Venus bore - 005
To Anchises by the Phrygian Simois’ wave ?

And I indeed reeall that Teucer came

To Sidon, from his native land expelled,

For a new kingdom seeking, with the help v
Of Belus : he, my father, at that time a
Was devastating Cyprus, which, subdued,

He held ; and from that day were known to me
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The Trojan city’s fortunes, and thy name,
And the Pelasgian kings. Thy enemy
Himself the Trojan nation loudly praised,
And deemed himself descended from their line.
Come then, O warriors, enter our abodes !
I also from calamities like yours
Have suffered much, till here I set my feet.
Not ignorant of trouble, I have learned
To succor the distressed.”

As thus she spoke,
She leads Alneas to the royal courts ;
And in the temples of the gods, commands
A sacrifice. Meanwhile, with no less care,
Down to the seashore twenty bulls she sends,
A hundred bristly backs of full-grown swine,
And of fat lambs a hundred, with their dams.
Such were her gifts, for joyous feasts designed.
Baut all the interior palace is arranged
With splendor and with regal luxury,
And banquets are prepared, and draperies
Of purple dye, elaborately wrought ;
And on the tables massive silver shines,
And records of ancestral deeds, engraved
In gold, in a long series of events
Traced step by step from ancient lineage down.

Zneas — for a father’s love forbade

His mind repose — the swift Achates sends

Back to the ships, to bear to Ascanius

The tidings, and to lead him to the city.
B===""""In his Ascanius centres all his care.

Gifts too, that from the wreck of Troy were snatched,

He orders him to bring ; a mantle stiff
With figures and with gold ; also a veil
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With saffron-hued acanthus broidered round ;-— &
The Grecian Helen’s ornaments, the rare

And wondrous gifts her mother Leda gave,

And which her daughter from Mycenz brought

To Troy, seeking illicit marriage rites.

Also the sceptre Ilione once had borne, 85
Eldest of Priam’s daughters ; —and with these

A beaded necklace, and a diadem

Double with gems and gold. Hastening for these,
Achates to the ships pursued his way.

But Cytherea in her breast revolves &
New arts and new designs ; that Cupid, changed

- In face and form, may pass for Ascanius,

-Inflame with gifts the ardent queen, and send

The fire of love through all her glowing limbs.

For she the dubious faith and double tongues L
Of Tyrians fears. Fierce Juno vexes her ;

And with the night her troubled thoughts return. / '/

Then to the wingeéd god of love she speaks : N 4
“Q son, who art my strength, my mighty power;
Son, who alone the-dread Typheean bolts o

Of the great father dost despise ; to thee

I fly, and suppliant ask thy aid divine.

How by fell Juno’s hate, on every coast

Thy brother Aneas is driven about the seas,

Thou knowest, and often sorrowest for our grief. e

Him the Pheenician Dido with sweet words

Detains ; and I have fears how it may fare

With these Junonian hospitalities.

At such a turning-point in these affairs

She will not pause. Therefore I meditate a5

How I beforehand may possess this queen,

And gird her round with flames, lest she should
change
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By influence of any deity,

But side with me in the great love she bears

To Aneas. In what way thou canst do this,— - =

Now listen to my scheme. The princely boy

(This is my cherished plan) prepares to go

To Carthage, at the summons of his sire,

With gifts from seas and from the flames of Troy

Regscued. Him, having lulled in deepest sleep, o

I shall conceal on high Cythera’s top,

Or on Idalium, my sacred seat,

Lest he should know our wiles, or thwart our schemes.

Do thou with guileful art assume his face

Not longer than one night, and, boy thyself, 0

Put on the well-known features of the boy. .

And when the joyous Dido takes thee up

Upon her lap, amid the royal feast,

‘When the Lyzan wine is foaming high ;

‘When she embraces thee with kisses soft, — o

Then breathe into her heart thy hidden fire,

Begniling her with poison.” Love obeys

The charge of his dear mother, doffs his wings,

And smiling imitates Iulus’ gait.

But Venus with a placid sleep bedews e

Ascaniug’ limbs, and fondly taking him

Upon her bosom, bears him far away

> To the high Idalian groves, where breathing soft,

Sweet-marjoram beds with perfume and with shade
Embrace him sleeping. And now Cupid went, "

: Obeying her behest, the royal gifts

- Conveying to the Tyrians, and led on,
Well pleased to have Achates for his guide.
When he arrived, upon a golden couch
‘With sumptuous tapestry, the queen reclined "
In state within the middle of the hall.

4
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And now Zineas, now the Trojan youths
Assemble, and on purple couches lie.

Then water for their hands the servants bring,
And bread from baskets, and around supply

Towels with nap well shorn. Within are seen - B

Fifty maid-servants, who in long array T
Attend the hearths, and with burnt sacrifice "~ -
Enlargg the influence of the household gods ;-
A hundred others too, of equal age, -
Who serve the dishes, and who fill the cups. ~ ™.
And crowds of Tyrians also come, and throng- ‘/
The festive rooms, invited to recline
Upon the embroidered couches. Muck they admire
The gifts Zneas brought ; Iulus too,
The glowing beauty of the godlike face,
And simulated speech ; the cloak, the veil -
With saffron-hued acanthus broidered round.

/ But the Pheenician queen, all dedicate

m}/

. To passion fraught with eeming misery, 0

| With soul insatiate burns, and gazes long,
" Moved by the boy and by his ike.
He, having hung about .Zneas’ neck,
Locked in a fond embrace, and the deep love
Of his false father satisfied, then seeks
The queen ; she with her eyes and all her heart
Clings to him, fondles him upon her lap ; —
Nor knows, unhappy one, how great the god
\ Who presses on her breast. He, mindful of
His Acidalian mother, by degrees
. Begins to abolish all the memory
Of her Sychmus, and with living love
Preoccupy the mind long since unmoved,
And unaccustomed motions of her heart.
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When in the feast there came & pause, the plates s
Removed, large bowls are set, the wines are crowned ;
The rooms are filled with noise ; the spacious halls
Resound with voices. KFrom the ceilings high
O’erlaid with gold, hang lighted lamps, and night

Is vanquished by the torches’ blaze. And now w0
The queen demands a bowl heavy with gems

And gold, and fills it high with unmixed wine,

As Belus did, and his descendants all.

Then silence hushed the rooms, while thus the queen : —
«“ (O Jove, — for thou, ’t is said, dost give the laws s
Of guests and hosts alike, — be it thy will,

That this may be a"joyful day to all,

Tyrians and Trojans, in remembrance held

By our descendants. Bacchus, giver of joy,

Be present ; and, propitious Juno, smile ! »
And you, O Tyrians, favoring, celebrate

The meeting!” With these words she poured upon .
The table a libation of the wine;

And what was left touched lightly to her lips,

And, with a bantering tone, to Bitias gave. 908
He, not unwilling, drained the foaming bowl,

And from the full gold drenched himself with wine.
Then followed other guests of lordly rank.
Long-haired Iopas with his golden lyre

Pours out with ringing voice what Atlas taught. s
He sings the wandering moon, and of the sun

The laboring eclipses ; and of men,

And cattle, and of showers, and fires of heaven ;
Arcturus, and the rainy Hyades;

And the two constellations of the Bears ; s
And why the winter suns make haste to dip

In ocean, and what causes the delay
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Of slowly moving nights. The Tyrians shout,
Redoubling their applause ; the Trojans join.

Thus did the unhappy queen prolong the night )
‘With varied converse, drinking in the while

Long draughts of love : and much of Priam asked
And much of Hector ; how equipped in arms
Aurora’s son had“come ; how looked the steeds

Of Diomed ; how large Achilles stood. 985
« Come now, my guest,” she said ; *“and from the first
- Relate to us the Grecian stratagems,

And all thy people’s sad mishaps, and all

Thy voyages ; for now the seventh year

Bears thee still wandering over land and sea.” o



BOOK II

A1y silent sat, with looks intent ; when thus
Zneas from his lofty couch began.

O queen, thou dost command me to renew

A grief unutterable; how the Greeks
O’erturned the power and lamentable realm

Of Troy: the afflicting scenes that I myself
Beheld, and a great part of which I was.

Who of the Myrmidons or Dolopes,

Or of the hard Ulysses’ soldiery,

Can, speaking of such things, refrain from tears?
Now too the humid night from heaven descends,
And all the sinking stars persuade to sleep.
Still, if there be such earnest wish to hear

Our sad disasters, and in brief to know

The last expiring sufferings-of Troy,

Though my soul shudders at the memory,

And in its grief shrinks back, I will begin.
Broken by war, and baffled by the fates
Through stich a lapse of years, the Grecian chiefs
Construct a horse, by Pallas’ art divine,

Huge as a mountain, and enlaced and ribbed
With beams of fir. This they pretend to be

A votive offering for their safe return.

So went the rumor. But they secretly

To its blind sides conveyed a chosen band

Of warriors, and so filled the caverns vast

Of the dark womb with arméd soldiery.

Pt . A AR e -«
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“)e isle of Tenedos lies full in sight,
‘Well known to fame, and in resources rieh,
‘While Priam’s empire stood ; but now it holds »
Merely a bay, a faithless port for ships.
And here our foes upon the desert coast
Conceal themselves, while we suppose them gone,
Returning to Mycens with the wind.
Therefore all Troy her long grief throws aside;
The gates stand open ; and we go to see
With joy the Doric camps, the abandoned posts,
And the deserted shore. The Dolopes
‘Were here, and here the fierce Achilles camped ;
- Here lay their fleet ; and here were battles fought. «
Some at the virgin Pallas’ fatal gift
! Astonished stare, and the huge horse’s size
Admire. And first Thymates gives advice
To carry it within the city’s walls,
And place it in the citadel, — thus moved “
By treacherous design ; or else the fates
Of Troy so ordered it. But Capys urged
u (With those who wisest in opinion stood)
That we should either throw into the sea
The Greeks’ insidious snare and gift suspect, "
And burn it, setting fire beneath ; or else
1, Bore through it, and its secret caves explore.
So the uncertain crowd divided stood
- With views oonﬂicting
; First, in front of all,
Attended by a numerous throng of men, s
Laocoon from the citadel runs down,
Impetuously, and from a distance cries:
¢ O wretched men! What madness, citizens,
Is this? Believe ye then our foes are gone ?
Do ye suppose that any Grecian gifts ®
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Are lacking in deceit? Oris it thus
Ulysses has been known ?  Either the Greeks

Within this wooden fabric are concealed,

Or it is framed to bear against our walls,

And overlook our houses, and descend ]

Upon our city ; or some other guile |
Is lurking. Trojans, do not trust this horse.

Whatever it may be, I fear the Greeks,

Even when they bring us gifts.” As thus he spoke,

With all his strength he hurled a mighty spear )
Against its side and belly rounded firm

With jointed timbers. Quivering 'neath the blow

It stood, and all the caverns of its womb !
Resounded with a roar. And if the fates ‘\
Divine had favored, and a serious mind been ours,

He would have then impelled us to destroy

With arms the hiding-places of the Greeks

And Troy would now be standing, and thou saved,

O lofty citadel of Priam !

- Lo,

e

~

Meanwhile the Trojan shepherds with loud eries =
Dragged to the king a young man tightly bound
‘With hands behind his back, who, quite inknown
To them, surrendered of his own accord ; ‘
(With the design to open to the Greeks |
The gates of Troy, and, resolute of will, &%
Either to use deceit, or to encounter death.) 4
Eager to see, from every quarter rush,

In a tumultuous throng, the Trojan youths,

And vie in insults on the captive. Now

Hear what the treachery of the Grecians was, ®

And from one crime learn all. For while he stood,
Troubled, defenceless, in the sight of all,

And gazed around upon the Trojan bands,
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« Alas,” he said, “ what land now, or what sea
Can harbor me? Or what remains for me, o

Unhappy wretch, for whom there is no place

Among the Greeks, and upon whom besides

The vengeful Trojans seek a bloody death!”

At this lamenting groan our minds are changed,

And every violent impulse checked at once. 100
‘We ask him then to tell us of what race

He comes, and what he has to say; how far

‘We may put faith in him, a captive. He,

Fear at length laid aside, addressed us thus: —

“To thee, O king, whatever the result 108
May be, I will confess the truth entire ;

Nor shall deny I am by birth a Greek.

This first. For if Sinon has been wretched made

By fortune hard, not therefore was he made

Faithless and false. In conversation thou 110
Perchance hast heard the name and famous deeds

Of Palamedes, of the line of Belus ;

‘Whom, innocent, accused of treachery,

And by false witnesses, the Greeks condemned

To death, because he had opposed the war. 1s
But now they mourn for him, his'light being gone. -
My father, who was poor, and near of kin, &¢

Sent me as his companion to the war

To attend him, from the earliest years of youth.

As long as he stood firm in princely power, 12

. And flourished in the councils of the kings,

I too somewhat of name and honor bore.

But afterward, — I speak of things well known, —
When by the plausible Ulysses’ hate

He from these upper realms of earth went down, 1
In gloom and grief I dragged my life along,
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Afflicted and indignant at the fate
Of him, my guiltless friend. Nor did I hold
My peace, fool that I was, but vowed revenge,

If chance in any way should favor me, 1

And to my native Argos I should e’er
Return victorious ; and with words I stirred
Fierce hatred. Hence came ruin’s first plague-spot.
For from this time, with accusations new
Ulysses ever sought to frighten me, 13
And spread ambiguous rumors through the crowd ;
And, conscious of his guilt, sought armed defence.
Nor did he rest, until by Calchas’ means —
But why should I recall these painful themes
In vain ? or why detain you, if you deem 1
That all the Greeks are fashioned in one mould,
And to hear this is proof enough for you?
Now then at once inflict your punishment.
Ulysses wishes this, and Atreus’ sons
Will well reward it.”

‘We then eagerly, 16
With many questions, seek to know the grounds
Of his assertions, unaware of all
His villainy and Grecian artifice.
He tremblingly went on, with words of guile : —
“Full oft the Greeks sought to contrive their flight, 1
And, weary of long war, abandon Troy.
‘Would that they had! Oft did the tempest rough =
Upon the sea prevent, and southern winds
Deter them going ; and especially
‘When now this horse stood there, with wooden beams 15
Constructed, — then through all the sky the clonds

- Pealed with their thunders. In suspense, we sent

Eurypylus to consult the oracle
Of Pheebus ; he from its recesses brought

-
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For answer these sad words: ¢ O Greeks, when first
Ye came unto these shores, ye pacified

The winds with blood, and with a virgin slain,

Even so through blood must your return be sought,
Propitiating heaven with Grecian life.’

When to the people’s ears this answer came, 160
All were struck dumb, and through our limbs there ran
A tremor cold, thinking to whom this thing

. Might come, and whom Apollo might demand.

Forth then Ulysses drags into the midst, -
With loud uproar, Calchas the priest, and asks 1
What in such case the deities might will.

And many persons now presaged to me

This artful schemer’s cruel wickedness,

And quietly foresaw the event to come. ~ ./

1 2 The priest for ten days held his peace, and still -~ 1m»

Refused, dissembling, to name any one,

,2& As doomed to death. / At length reluctantly

Driven by the clamors of the Ithacan,
He breaks his silence, and, as was agreed,

{>> He destines me to the alta.r./ A1l assent. e

B

.\ y

And what each one was fearing for himself,

Turned to the ruin of one wretched man,

They patiently endure. And now had come

The dreadful day, the sacred Fites prepared,

The salted meal, the fillets round my brows : — 1
I broke away from death; I snapped my chains;
And in a miry swamp I lay all night

Hidden, and screened from view by long marsh grass,
Till theéy should spread (if haply so they should)
Their sails unto the wind, ~But now for me 190
There is no hope to see my native land,

Nor my sweet children, nor my father dear,

Whom they will yet, perhaps, for my escape,
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Demand for punishment, and this offence

Of mine will expiate by the death of those 1w
141 Unhappy ones. /Therefore I thee entreat,

By the supernal powers and deities

Conscious of truth, by unviolated faith, —

1f such there be remaining still with man, —

Pity these woes of mine; pity a soul ]

Deserving not such sufferings as these.”

145  Moved by his tears, we granted him his life,
Aud freely pitied him. Priam himself
First of all gave commands to take away
His fetters, and remove the knotted cords, 25
148 And said in friendly tones: /* Whoe’er thou art,
Henceforth forget the Greeks whom thou hast lost ;
Be one of us; and truly tell the things
That I shall ask of thee. With what design
Have they constructed this gigantic horse ? 1)
‘Who its inventor? What do they intend ?
Is it religious in its aim, or is’t ,
wewAn engine framed for war?” /" He said. The man,
i5Z  Skilled in deceit and Grecian artifice,
Raised his unfettered hands toward the stars. a3
¢ Witness,”” he cried, “ eternal fires of heaven,
In your inviolable divinity !
And you, ye altars, and ye dreadful knives, —
Ye sacred fillets I, a victim, wore, —
Be it right for me to break the hallowed ties
That bound me to the Greeks! Be it right for me
To hate these men, and bring their crimes to light,
If any they conceal! Nor am I now
Bound by my country’s laws. Only do thou
Remain true to thy promise, and, Troy saved, o
Keep faith with me, if I disclose the truth,
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And largely pay thee back what thou hast done.

The whole hope of the Greeks, and confidence

I’ the war commenced, stood always on the aid

Of Pallas. From the time when Diomed ™

With impious hand, and the author of these crimes,

Ulysses, — for ’t was they who did the deed, —

Having determined to remove by force

Her fatal image, the Palladium,

Out from the hallowed temple, — having slain ]

The guardians of the lofty citadel,

They snatched away the sacred effigy,

And with their bloody hands presumed to touch

The virgin fillets of the goddess : — then,

E’en from that time, the Greeks began to lose u0

Their hopes, which, slipping backward, flowed away,

Their strength all broken, and the deity

Averse. Nor did Tritonia indicate

These things by doubtful prodigies; for scarce

Had they deposited within their camp 2

The image, when from her wide-open eyes

Flashed gleaming flames, and through her limbs salt
sweat

Exuded ; and three times from off the ground —

‘Wonderful to relate! — she leapt, with shield

And quivering spear. Calchas forthwith announced 2s

That we should seek the sea in flight ; nor could

The Grecian forces conquer Troy, unless

At Argos they renewed the auspices,

And brought the goddess back, now borne away

By them, in their curved ships, across the sea. 23t

And now that to Mycens they are bound,

Arms they prepare to bring, and guardian gods ;

And, the sea crossed again, will soon be here.

Thus Calchas read the omens ; and so warned,
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They built in place of the Palladiam, )
And of the violated deity,
This image, to atone for their foul crime.
'T was Calchas who commanded them to raise
This mass enormous, with strong timbers laced,
And build it of a towering height, too large w
To be received into your city’s gates,
And so protect you with the ancient faith.
For if your hands should ever violate

_ Minerva’s offering, ruin immense would come

- (Which omen may the gods first turn upon m

The seer himself |) to Priam’s realm, and all
The Phrygians ; but if by your hands this horse
Should mount into your city, Asia then,
Unchallenged, would advance to Pelops’ walls

In mighty war, and our posterity m
Experience these fates.”
0Nasy With treachery

Like this, and artful perjury, the tale
Of the false Sinon was believed by us, —
Caught by his wiles, and by the tears he forced,
‘Whom neither Diomed, nor Larissa’s chief, 20
Achilles, nor ten years, nor a thousand ships
Could conquer. '

(199 . Here another dire event g
Mage dreadful far befalls, disturbing us,
Wretched and unprepared, with gloomy thoughts.
Laocotn, chosen Neptune’s priest by lot, =
A huge bull at the solemn altars there
‘Was sacrificing, when behold, two snakes —
I shudder as I tell — from Tenedos
Come gliding on the deep, with rings immense,
Pressing apon the sea, and side by side ™
Toward the shore they move with necks erect, j

~
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And bloody crests that tower above the waves;
Their other parts behind sweeping the sea,
‘With huge backs winding on in sinuous folds.
A noise of foaming brine is heard. And now 2
They reach the shores, their burning eyes suffused
‘With-blood and fire, and lick their hissing mouths
QIZ)W ith quivering tongues. We, pale with terror, fly.

But they with steady pace Laocodn seek.
First the two bodies of his little sons L]
Each serpent twines about, with tightening folds,
And bites into their miserable limbs.
Then him, as he with help and weapons comes,
They seize, and bind him in their mighty spires ;
Twice round the middle, twice around his neck, %
Twisting, with scaly backs, they raise on high
Their heads and lofty necks. He with his hands
Strains to untwine the knots, his fillets wet
‘With gore and poison black. His dreadful shrieks
Rise to the stars, — such groans as when a bull =
Flies from the altar wounded, and shakes free
His forehead from the ill-aimed axe. But they,
The dragons, slip away to the lofty shrine
And citadel of cruel Pallas. There,
Beneath the goddess’ feet and orbed shield as
They hide. Then verily a new fear creeps
Into the trembling hearts of ail. They said
Laocotn paid the penalty deserved
Of crime, for having with his steel profaned
The sacred wood, when he had hurled his spear ¢
Against the horse. And now all cry aloud
To take the image to its rightful seat,

(534 And supplicate the goddess./ We divide
The walls; and open lay the battlements.
All for the work prepare. Bengath the feet =™
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‘We lay smooth rollers, and around the neck
Strain hempen ropes. The terrible machine
Passes the walls, filled full with arméd men.
Around, the youths and the unwedded maids
Sing sacred songs, rejoicing when they touch ™
Their hands against the ropes. Onward it moves,
And threatening glides into the city’s midst.
Alas, my country ! Ilium, home of gods !
Dardanian battlements renowned in war !
Four times, e’en at the threshold of the gate, 33
It stopped : four times we heard the noise of arms
Ring from the depths within. Yet on we press,
Thoughtless of omens, blind with furious zeal,
And in the sacred citadel we lodge
The fatal monster. And now Cassandra opes w
Her lips, — that by the deity’s command
Should never be believed by Trojan ears, —
And prophesies to us our future fates.
‘We, miserable, unto whom this day
Was doomed to be our last, hang on our shrines, s
Throughout the city, wreaths of festive leaves.

t25¢ )Meanwhile, with changing sky night comes apace
Upon the ocean, wrapping with wide shade
Earth, sky, and crafty wiles of Myrmidons.
The Trojans, scattered through the town, are still,
For sleep embraces every weary frame.

= .4 And now the Grecian hosts were moving on
From Tenedos, their ships in order ranged,
Beneath the friendly silence of the moon,
Toward the well-known shores, soon as appeared
The blazing signal from the royal ship.
Defended by the adverse deities,
Sinon unbars the wooden prison doors,
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And secretly lets loose the hidden Greeks.

The horse stands open wide, and to the air ]
Restores them. Joyful from the hollow wood

They leap, — Tisandrus, Sthenelus, their chiefs,

And fierce Ulysses, sliding down a rope.

And with them Acamas and Thoas come,

And Peleus’ offspring, Neoptolemus, »
Machaon leading ; Menelaus too,

And e’en Epeus, inventor of the fraud.

They invade the city sunk in sleep and wine.

The guards are slain ; their comrades they receive

@47/ With opened gates, and join the expectant bands.

It was the hour when first their sleep begins

For wretched mortals, and most gratefully

Creeps over them, by bounty of the gods.

Then in my dreams, behold, Hector appeared,

Distinctly present ; very sad he was, ™

And weeping floods of tears. So once he looked,

Dragged by the chariot wheels, and black with dust

And blood, his swollen feet pierced through with
thongs.

Ah me, that face! How changed he was from him,

The Hector who returned clothed in the spoils =

‘Won from Achilles, or when he had hurled

The Phrygian fires against the Grecian ships!

But now the squalid beard he wore, and hair

Matted with blood, and the wounds he took when
dragged

Around the city’s walls. Weeping myself, a8

I seemed to address him of my own accord,

And to draw out these melancholy words: —

% O light of Troy! the Trojans’ surest hope!

Why hast thou stayed solong? And from what shores,
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O long-expected Hector, dost thou come ? 0
That now again, after so many deaths

Among thy countrymen, and sufferings borne

So varied, we, exhausted with the war,

Behold thee here? What undeserved cause

Distorts thy face serene? And why these wounds ? ”” »s
But he made no reply, and took no heed

Of idle questions, but with a heavy groan

Fetched from the bottom of his breast: « Ah, fly,
Thou goddess-born,” he said, “fly from these flames |
The enemy holds the walls. Troy rushes down
From her high pinnacle. Enough is done

For Priam and our country. If right hand

Could have defended Troy, mine ’t would have been
That so defended. Troy to thee commends

Her sacred rites and household gods. These take, s
Companions of thy fates. With these go seek

The mighty city thou one day shalt found

At last, after thy wanderings o’er the sea.”

He said ; and from their secret inner crypts

Great Vesta's fillets and her statue brought, a
And the undying fire from out her shrines.

Meanwhile, with many a lamentable cry

The city is confused. And more and more,
Although my sire Anchises’ house stood far

Away, hid and secluded 'mid the trees, s
The noise grew loud, and all the horrible clang

Of arms increased. Starting from sleep, I gain
With swift ascent the house-top’s loftiest verge,

And stand and listen with arrected ears.

As when the flames are raging through the corn, «
Driven by the furious winds; or a mountain stream,
Swollen to a rapid torrent, floods the fields,
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And desolates the smiling crops, and all
The labors of the oxen, and drags down

The forests ; and the unconscious shepherd stands <

g Listening upon the peak of some high rock,
Bewildered by the rushing noise below.

’ Then verily the false faith of the Greeks

» 1s manifest, their treacherous arts revealed.

‘ Down falls the palace of Deiphobus
Amid the conquering flames ; Ucalegon
Next burns. The broad Sigean waves reflect

3 The fiery glow. And shouts of men are heard,

And blare of trumpets. Wildly I seize my arms, —

Although for arms there seemed but little use.
But still I burned to gather a small band,
And with my comrades to the citadel
Rush on; for rage and fury hurried me.
A glorious thing it seemed to me to di~,

3'7 In arms.

But now, behold, Panthus, escaped
From Grecian spears, — Panthus Othryades,
Priest of Apollo in the citadel, —
Comes hurrying by, and bearing in his hands
The sacred vessels and the vanquished gods;
He leads his little grandson by the hand,
And wildly to my threshold bends his steps.

? ¢ What fortune, Panthus? On what citadel

Do we now seize ?” I scarce had said the words,
When, groaning deeply, he this answer made : —-

“ Our last day comes, the inevitable hour

Of Troy. Trojans no more are we. Gone now
Is Troy, and all our glory! Cruel Jove

To Argos now transfers the imperial rule.

O’er all the burning town the Greeks hold sway.
The towering horse stands in the city’s midst,
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And pours out arméd men. Sinon himself,
Exulting, spreads the flames. And others throng
The open gates ; as many thousands come
As e’er from mighty Greece. Others oppose
Our ranks, and barricade the narrow streets. “
The gleaming swords are drawn, for death’s dread work
Prepared. The foremost wardens of the gates
Secarce risk a contest, with resistance blind.”
Fired by his words, and by a power divine,
Through flames and arms I am borne along, where’er s
The sad Erinnys points, where’er the din
Of battle and the ascending clamor calls.
Rhipeus then, and Epytus, in arms
Excelling, join us, by the moonlight seen ; .
And Hypanis and Dymas on our side o
Gather, and young Corebus, Mygdon’s son.
He in those latter days to Troy had come,
Wooing Cassandra with delirious love,
Hoping to bring a future son-in-law
To Priam, and assistance bear to him as
And to the Trojans ; but who, hapless youth, '
Regarded not the warnings of his bride
"+« 'Inspired.] Whom when I saw in order ranged,
Ready for battle, thus to them I spoke: —
_ %O warriors, gallant hearts, who dare in vain! 0
If yours the strong desire to follow me
Venturing extremest things, ye see how stands
The fortune of affairs ; for all the gods
By whom our empire stood have gone from us,
Their secret places and their altars left. “s
You help a burning city. Let us die, o
And plunge into the middle of the fight.
The only safety of the vanquished is
. 32% Mo hope for none.” / -Thus were the warriors’ hearts

z
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Kindled with added rage. As ravenous wolves 9
In cloudy darkness driven by hunger fierce,
Leaving their whelps behind, with dry throats seek
Their prey; so through.the javelins and the foes
‘We rush to no uncertain death, and hold
Our way into the city’s midst. Black night '
Hovers around us with her hollow shade. ’
‘Who can describe the carnage of that night?
Down falls the ancient city, having ruled
So many years ; and everywhere struck down
Lay many an unresisting corpse along 5%
The streets, and through the houses, and beside
The sacred thresholds of the deities.
Nor do the Trojans only suffer death.
Courage returns e’en to our vanquished hearts,
And in their turn the conquering Greeks are slain. s
And everywhere are sounds of bitter grief,
And terror everywhere, and shapes of death.
(272 )And first, attended by a numerous band

" Of Greeks, Androgeus'meets us, thinking we
Are of his side, and thus with friendly words 510
Salutes us: ¢ Hasten, men! What sluggishness
Is this? ‘While others plunder blazing Troy,

(3%) Are you just coming from our ships ? ’7 He said ;

And all at once, — for we no answer made
‘Which he could trust, — he saw that he had fallen
Among his foes. Dumb with astonishment,
His footsteps and his voice he alike repressed.
As when a man who walks through tangled paths
Treads on a hidden snake, and trembling flies
Back from the reptile lifting up its head s
In anger, and its blue and swelling neck ;
Even so Androgeus, starting, backward shrinks.
Forward we rush, and pour around, and charge
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In dense array upon them, ignorant
Of all the ground, and overcome by fear,

And strike them down. At this first work achieved,

(386" The breath of fortune favors us. ( But here
Corabus, all exultant with success
And courage, cries: “ O comrades, where so soon
Fortune the way of safety points, and where
She shews herself propitious, let us follow.
Let us change shields, and wear upon ourselves
The Grecian badges. Whether we make use
Of stratagem or valor, who inquires,
In dealing with an enemy? They themselves

Supply these arms.” And having said these words,

He donned the long-haired helmet, and the shield
‘Wondrous for beauty, that Androgeus wore ;
And at his side he hung the Grecian sword.
So likewise did Rhipeus, Dymas too,
And all the youths, right gayly; every one
Arming himself with recent spoils. And thus,
Mixed with the Greeks we go, *neath auspices
Not ours; and meeting with the foe, we engage
In many battles through the dark blind night,
And to the lower world send many a Greek.
Some to their ships escape, and trusty shores ;
And others scale again the lofty horse,

(#c2 Smit with base fear. | Alas, one ought
To trust in nothing, when the gods oppose.
Lo, Priam’s virgin daughter, borne along,
Cassandra, with her hair unbound, and dragged
From Pallas’ temple, and her inmost shrines,
Raises to heaven her burning eyes in vain:
Her eyes, for they have bound her tender hands.
This sight Corceebus could not bear, but, wild
And maddened, throws himself, resolved to die,
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; Into the middle of the hostile band.

‘We follow all, and charge in close array.

Here from the temple’s lofty roof at first 560

‘We are o’erpowered by weapons of our men ;
And dreadful slaughter follows the mistake
) Caused by our armor and our Grecian crests.
£413) Also the Greeks, groaning with rage to see
The virgin snatched-away, from all sides throng  &s
To attack us, — terrible Ajax, the two sons
. Of Atreus, and the Dolopes with all
Their army. As when opposing winds conflict
/ In rushing hurricane, Zephyrus, Notus rush,
-And Eurus, jubilant with his Eastern steeds, — &0
The forests groan, and foaming Nereus raves,
. And with his trident lashes all the sea v
4 (¥30)From lowest depths ;Iso they — whom in the dark
' We by our stratagems had put to flight,
o And driven through all the town —appear. They
) first 515
{ Our shields and our false weapons recognize ;
And next they note our difference of speech.
\‘12‘/)At once we are overwhelmed : Coreebus first,
By Peneleus’ hand laid low, before
The altar of the warrior goddess ; next 80
Rhipeus, of all Trojans most upright
And just : —} such was the pleasure of the gods !
And Hypanis and Dymas die, pierced through
By their own friends ; nor thee, O Panthus, did .
Thy piety nor sacred mitre shield o
From death. Ye Trojan ashes, and ye last
Expiring flames of my own countrymen !
Witness that when you fell, I neither shunned
The weapons of the Greeks, nor any risks
#3133 Of conflict; and if fate had so decreed 0

L
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That I had fallen, I should have merited

My doom, for what I did! Thence we are forced

Away and scattered. Iphitus with me

And Pelias remain ; but Iphitus

Enfeebled by his age, and Pelias '

Retarded by a wound Ulysses dealt.

Far off, we are summoned by the clamorous cries

To Priam’s pa]ace./ Here a battle raged (433)

So fierce, it seemed as if no other war

‘Were waged, nor through the city any deaths )

‘Were known elsewhere ; so furious a fight

‘We see, — the Greeks against the palace rushing,

The threshold by a roof of shields besieged,

.The scaling ladders clinging to the walls.

Ben@ath the very portals they ascend (™

Upon the steps ; with their left hands oppose

Their shields against the missiles from above,

‘While with their right they grasp the battlements.
445" On the other hand the Trojans, tearing up

The turrets and the roofs, with these prepare 610

A last defence, since now they see that death

Is imminent. The gilded rafters down

They roll, and all the lofty ornaments

Of ancient sires; while others with drawn swords

Block up and guard the doors, in phalanx close. s

Courage restored, we hasten to defend

The palace of the king, and by our aid

Relieve with added strength our men o’erpowered.

s
\N%" There was an entrance and a private door
Giving free passage between Priam’s walls, o
A postern gate, that stood neglected there,
Through which ofttimes the sad Andromache
Was wont to go, when she her husband’s sire
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And mother visited, and led along

With her her boy Astyanax. Through this

I gain the summit of the roof, from which

The wretched Trojans hurled their useless shafts.

( #¢o>Here a steep turret rising from the roof,

And towering in' the starlight, whence all Troy
Was seen, and all the well-known Grecian ships
And the Achaian camps, — around its walls
With iron implements we work, just where

The highest flooring offers loosening joints,
And wrench it from its ancient base, and push,
Till, slipping suddenly, with thundering crash
And ruin downward dragged, upon the bands

"Of Greeks it falls, with desolation wide.

But others come beneath. Nor do we cease

To hurl down stones and missiles of all sorts.
And now before the vestibule itself, (461)
And at the outer door, Pyrrhus exults,

Flashing with weapons and the brazen light

Of armor. So in the sun a serpent gleams,
Which haviug fed on noxious herbs, and lain
Swollen in the earth, protected by the frost,

Now casting off its slough, and bright with youth,
Lifts up its head, and rolls with slippery back

61

: Toward the sun, with quivering three-forked tongue.
' (M YWith him huge Periphas, and 'Automedon

His armor-bearer, of Achilles’ steeds

Once charioteer ; and all the Scyrian youth |
Throng to the palace, hurling to the roof

Their brands. Pyrrhus himself, among the first,
Beizing an axe, breaks through the stubborn door,
And tears the brazen pillars from the hinge ;
And cutting through the panels and the beams,
Hollows an opening like a window large ;



52 PYRRHUS ASSAULTS THE PALACE [XExzm

And all the inner house is seen, and all

The extended halls laid bare, and inmost rooms

Of Priam and the ancient kings ; and there o0
Armed men are standing at the very door.

+% " But all the interior rooms with sounds confused
Of groans and dreadful tumult rang. Within
The hollow halls resounded with the shricks
Of women ; and the wailing seemed to strike 065
The golden stars. Then through the palace wide
‘Went trembling matrons wandering, while they clasped
And kissed the door-posts. 'With his father’s strength
Pyrrhus comes pressing on. Nor bars avail,
Nor guards, against him. With his battering-ram e
By frequent blows the trembling doors give way,
And from the hinges jarred, down fall the posts.
A breach is made. In rush the Greeks, and slay
The first they meet ; and all the halls are filled

'\Ha'.,\ With soldiery. / So a foaming river bursts o
Away from its embankments, sweeping down
‘With turbulent vortex the opposing mounds,
And raging through the fields, drags down the

herds -
With all their stalls. With mine own eyes I
saw,
Furious for slaughter, Neoptolemus 0

And the Atride twain before the gate.

And Hecuba I saw, and the hundred wives

‘Wed to her sons ; and Priam, soiled with blood,
Before the altars he himself had blessed.

Also those fifty nuptial chambers, hope s
Of future offspring ; and the pillars rich

With spoils and with barbaric gold, o’erthrown.

And the Greeks held whate’er the flames had spared.

et
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Porhaps thou wilt inquire of Priam’s fate. .

Soon as he saw the captured city’s doom, e
His palace-gates torn down, the enemy

‘Within his inmost rooms, the aged kmg

Puts on his armor long disused, in vain

Casing his trembling limbs ; his useless sword

Girt at his side ; and goes to meet his foes, (%
Resolved to die. Within the palace court,

Beneath the bare sky stood an altar large,

Near which an ancient laurel overhung

And sheltered the Penates with its shade. (5/6)
Here, round about the altars, Hecuba 0
Sat with her daughters, like a flock of doves

By a dark tempest driven swift to earth, —

Crowding together, all in vain, — and held

In their embrace the statues of their gods.

But when she saw Priam himself arrayed 5
In youthful arms, “ What dire intent,” she said,

¢ Unhappy husband, bids thee take these arms?

And whither dost thou rush? No help like this,

Nor such defenders doth the time require.

Even were my Hector here, he could do naught.  me
Yield now to me, and hither come ; for here,

This altar will protect us all, or else

We all will die together!” Saying this,

She drew the aged monarch to herself,

And placed him there upon the sacred seat. s

But lo! escaped from Pyrrhus’ murderous handy 52
Polites, one of Priam’s sons, has fled

Through the long galleries, past the spears and foes,
And, wounded, traverses the empty halls.

Him, Pyrrhus pressing in hot haste pursues ™
With deadly weapon; now, even now his hand
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Holds him within his grasp, and with his spear
Presses upon him, till he comes before

His parents’ eyes, then falls, and bleeding fast,

Pours out his life. But Priam now, although ™
An instant death impends, did not refrain,

Nor spared he voice or anger. “ May the gods,”

He cries, “if there be justice in the heavens

That cares for such things, make thee fit return

And deal thee thy deserts, for this thy foul 'm
And daring crime, — thou who hast made me see
Before my face the slaughter of my son,

And hast defiled with death a father’s sight !

But not the Achilles, from whom thou dost say
Falsely that thou art sprung, though Priam’s foe, s
‘Was such as thou art; for he blushed to think

Of violating faith and common rights,

At my petition, but the lifeless corpse

Of Hector did restore for burial,

And sert me safely to my kingdom back.” 10
Baying this, the old king hurled a feeble spear

That made no wound, but from the sounding brass
Repelled, hung harmless from the buckler’s boss.

But Pyrrhus cried : ¢ Be thou the messenger,

And this to Peleus’ son deliver. Him s
Tell of degenerate Neoptolemus, y '

And all the cruel deeds he did. Now die!”

Saying this, he dragged him to the altar’s foot,
Staggering and slipping ’mid the blood his son

Had shed. Twisting his left hand in his hair, ]
He raised his sword in his right, and to the hilt
Boried it in his side. Such was the end

Of Priam’s destinies ; such was his death

Ordained by fate, whilst Troy he saw in flames

And desolation, — who to many a land . ]
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Ax;d people, once, Asia’s proud ruler stood.
Now on the shore his mighty corpse is thrown,
And lies a headless trunk without a name.

Then, for the first time, a dread horror fell,
And compassed me around. I stood aghast; 700
And my dear father’s image came to me,
When I beheld the king, as old as he,
Breathing his life out 'neath a cruel wound ;
Creiisa too deserted, and my home
Ravaged, and young Iulus’ hapless lot, 765
Came to my mind. I looked around to note
‘What forces might remain ; and saw that all
Had left, exhansted, — either having thrown
Their wretched bodies, leaping, down to earth,
Or given them to the flames.
So I alone ™
Remained, — when, keeping close within the door
Of Vesta’s temple, in a secret place
Close hiding, Tyndarus’ daughter I espy.
The bright flames light my wandering steps, as round
I glance at all things. She, the common scourge s
Of Troy, and her own country, fearing now
The Trojans’ vengeance at Troy’s overthrow,
And punishment the Greeks might deal, and all’
The anger her deserted husband bore,
Had hid herself, and at the altars sat, ™
A hated object. Fire raged in my heart,
And through me ran an impulse to revenge
My falling country, and inflict on her
The penalty deserved. Shall she, forsooth,
In safety see her Sparta, and the lands 5
Of Greece, and move like a triumphant queen ?
Shall she her husband, parents, home and sons
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Behold, attended by a Trojan troop
And Phrygian slaves? Shall Priam fall by the
sword ?

Shall Troy be burned, and all her shores distil ™
Dardanian blood? Not so. For though there be
No glory in a woman’s punishment,

Nor any praise in such a victory,

Yet shall I be commended to have quenched

Such crime ; and it will please me to have wreaked =
My vengeance, and the ashes thus appease

Of slaughtered countrymen. Such were the thoughts
My mind revolved, transported by my rage.

When to my sight, never before so clear,

My gracious mother appeared, and, in the dark, s
A goddess all confessed, with such light shone,

As when to the celestials she is wont

To show herself. She held my hand, and spake
‘With roseate lips these words : “ O son, what grief
Such untamed wrath arouses in thy breast ? s
‘What rage is this? Where has thy reverence gone
For us? Look rather where thou mayst have left
Thy sire Anchises, cumbered with old age ;

Whether thy wife Creiisa be alive ;

Ascanius too, thy son, — whom on all sides 0
The Grecian troops surround ; and whom, unless

My care of them oppose, the flames will now

Have swept away, and hostile swords have slain.

’T is not the Spartan Helen’s hated face,

Nor faulty Paris, but the inclement gods, — 818

The gods, I say, — who overthrow this power,

And from its lofty summit lay Troy low.

See, — I will break the cloud which, now o’erdrawn,

\ Obscures thy mortal vision with dark mists.

* Nor fear thou to obey thy parent’s will, o
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Nor slight her precepts. Here, where ruined piles,
And stones from stones uptorn thou dost behold,
And waving clouds of mingled smoke and dust,

" T is Neptune jars the walls, and with the might &/

Of his great trident the foundations shakes, o
That the whole city topples from its base.

Here fiercely cruel Juno, first of all,

The Scewean gate doth hold, aud girt with steel,
Summons, in wrath, her allies from the ships.

Now look, where the Tritonian Pallas sits 8%
Above the highest citadels, and gleams

 With cruel Gorgon’s head, amid the cloud.

The Sire himself supplies the Greeks with strength
And conquering courage ; he himself stirs up

The deities against the Trojan arms. &%
Fly, O my son, and end thy woes and toils !

Never will I be absent, but will set

Thee on the threshold of thy father, safe.”

She said, and in the thickest shades of night
Concealed herself. The appalling Forms appear, s
And the great deities who hated Troy.

94
Then verily all Tlium seemed to sink ~!
In flames, and from her base Neptunian Troy
To be o’erturned. As when an ancient ash

Upon the mountain-top, by axes hewed o5

With frequent blows, the peasants all contend,

Eager to overthrow it ; all the while

With each concussion of its top, it nods,

Threatening, and trembling through its leafy hair,
Till vanquished by degrees, with many a wound, e
It groans its last, and crashing down the cliff,

Drags ruin in its fall. Descending now,

Led by the goddess, through the enemies
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And through the flames I am borne, while all around
The weapons yield a place, the fires recede. e

But when I reached my old paternal home,

My father, whom I wished to bear away

To the high mountains, and whom first of all

I sought, refused to lengthen out his life,

And suffer exile, now that Troy was lost. o83
“ O ye,” he said, *“ whose blood is full of life, -
‘Whose solid strength in youthful vigor stands, —
Plan ye your flight! But if the heavenly powers
Had destined me to live, they would have kept

For me these seats. Enough, more than enough, e
That one destruction I have seen, and I

Survive the captured city. Go ye then,

Bidding this frame farewell — thus, lying thus
Extended on the earth! I shall find death

From some hand. Merciful the foe will be, 0
And seek for spoils, .’ The loss of burial slight

Will be. Long have I lingered out my years,
Useless, and hated by the deities,

Since the great sire of gods and king of men
Breathed on me with his storms and thunderbolts.” s»
Thus saying, he remained with purpose fixed.

Then we, Creiisa and Ascanius,

And all the household, weeping, begged that he
‘Would not thus ruin all our hopes, and urge

The impending doom. But he refused, and kept o0
Unmoved and firm in what he had resolved.

Back to my arms I fly, so sick at heart,

I long for death. For what expedient now,

What chance remains ? ¢ O father, dost thou think
That I can go and leave thee here alone ? ]
Comes such bad counsel from my father’s lips ?
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If 't is the pleasure of the gods that naught

From the whole city should be left, and this

Is thy determined thought and wish, to add

To perishing Troy thyself and all thy kin, — we
The gate lies open for that death desired.

Pyrrhus will soon be here, fresh from the blood

Of Priam, — he who before a father’s face

Butchers his son, and stabs the father next

Before the altars. Was it then for this, o
Mother benign, that thou didst snatch me forth

From weapons and from flames, that I should see
Within our inmost home the enemy ?:

And see Ascanius, and my aged sire,

And, by their side, Creiisa, sacrificed 900
All, in each other’s blood? My armor then, —

Give me my arms! ’T is the last hour that calls
Upon the vanquished! Give me to the Greeks;

Let me renew the battles I began.

To-day we shall not all die unavenged ! ” 90

Forthwith I gird myself anew in steel, 7/

And, my left hand inserting in my shield,

Began to put it on, and forth was going.

But lo! upon the threshold stood my wife,

And hung upon me, and embraced my feet, e

- And held the young Iulus to his sire.

«If forth thou goest, resolved to die,” she said,

¢ Take us along with thee, to share all fates.

But if, from trial, thou hast hope in arms,

Protect this household first. To whom dost thou o

Abandon little Tulus, and thy sire,

Or her whom once thou call'dst thy wife ?” [
So she

Complaining filled the house ; when suddenly
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A prodigy most wonderful appeared.
For in the midst of our embracing arms, ]

And faces of his sorrowing parents, lo!

Upon Iulus’ head a luminous flame

With lambent flashes shone, and played about

His soft hair with a harmless touch, and round

His temples hovered. We with trembling fear "
Sought to brush off the blaze, and ran to quench

The sacred fire with water from the fount.

But Father Anchises lifted to the stars

His eyes with joy, and raised his hands to heaven,
Exclaiming, “Jupiter omnipotent ! na
If thou wilt yield to any prayers of ours,

Look upon us, this once ; and if we aught

Deserve by any piety, give help,

O Father, and these omens now confirm !

Scarce had my aged father said these words, m
‘When, with a sudden peal, upon the left

It thundered, and down gliding from the skies,

A star, that drew a fiery train behind,

Streamed through the darkness with resplendent light.
We saw it glide above the highest roofs, e
And plunge into the Idzan woods, and mark

Our course. The shining furrow all along

Its track gave light, and sulphurous fumes around.
And now, convinced, my father lifts himself ;

Speaks to the gods, adores the sacred star. "
“ Now, now,” he ories, “for us no more delay !

I follow ; and wherever ye may lead,

Gods of my country, I will go! Guard ye

My family, my little grandson guard.

This augury is yours; and yours the power 0
That watches Troy. And now, my son, I yield,
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Nor will refuse to go along with thee.”

And now through all the city we can hear 705
The roaring flames, which nearer roll their heat.
“Come then, dear father! On my shouldersI
‘Will bear thee, nor will think the task severe.
Whatever lot awaits us, there shall be

One danger and one safety for us both.

Little Tulus my companion be ;

And at a distance let my wife observe o8
Our footsteps. You, my servants, take good heed
Of what I say. Beyond the city stands

Upon a rising ground a temple old

Of the deserted Ceres, and near by

An ancient cypress-tree, for many years ]
By the religion of our sires preserved.

To this, by different ways, we all will come
Together. And do thou, my father, here

Take in thy hands our country’s guardian gods,

And our Penates. I, who have just come forth
From war and recent slaughter, may not touch

Sach sacred things, till in some flowing stream

I wash.” This said, a tawny lion’s skin

On my broad shoulders and my stooping neck

I throw, and take my burthen. At my side "
Little Iulus links his hand in mine,

Following his father with unequal steps.

Behind us steps my wife. Through paths obscure
We wend ; and I, who but a moment since

Dreaded no flying weapons of the Greeks, oo
Nor dense battalions of the adverse hosts,

Now start in terror at each rustling breeze,

And every common sound, held in suspense

With equal fears for those attending me,

And for the burthen that I bore along. "
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And now I approached the city gates, and seemed
Thus far to have accomplished all our course ;

When suddenly we heard a trampling sound

Of footsteps, and my father, peering through

The darkness, cries : ¢ Fly, fly, my son! they come ! s
I see their blazing shields and brazen arms!”

Here I know not what influence malign

Bewildered me. For while along my way

I traced my course through unfrequented paths,

And shunned the beaten track, — ah, woe is me! s
‘Whether, delayed by some unhappy fate,

Creiisa stopped, or wandered from the road,

Or sat down weary, is unknown to me.

I saw her not again; nor did I note

That she was lost, nor fix my mind on her, 2000
Until unto the mound and sacred shrine

Of Ceres we had come. Together met

At last, here, she alone was absent ; she

Escaped the sight of husband, son, and friends.
Distracted, whom did I not then accuse, 1008
Of men and gods ? or what more cruel loss

Had met through all the city’s overthrow ?

To my companions I commend my son

Ascanius, and my father, and the gods

Of Troy, and in a winding valley hide them safe; 1u¢
Back to the city go, and gird myself

‘With shining armor, firmly bent to renew

All risks, and through all Troy retrace my steps,
Exposed to every peril./ First the walls,

And the dark gateway whence 1 had issued forth, m
I seek; and every track seen through the night

I follow backward, and observe with care.
Everywhere horror fills my soul, and even
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The silence terrifies. Thence to my home

I go, — if she — ah, if she should, perchance, )
Have thither gone! The Greeks had broken in,
And the whole house they held. Devouring fire
Rolled in the wind, and reached the lofty roof.
Onward I move, and see again the house
Of Priam, and the citadel. And now 108
In the deserted porticos, within
Juno’s asylum, stood the chosen guards,
Pheenix and fierce Ulysses, keeping watch
Over their spoils. Here from all sides heaped up
Lay Trojan treasure, snatched from burning crypts; 1
And tables of the gods, and robes, and cups
Of solid gold. And in a long array

Stood youths, and trembling matrons round about.
And yet I dared to raise my voice across
The shades, and filled the streets with fruitless eries, 10m
And called upon Creiisa, in my grief,
Again and yet again. Then as I went

Searching from house to house, distraught and wild,
" I saw, beforé my eyes, the spectre sad,

The shadowy image, of Creiisa stand, 1049
Larger than life. Aghast I stood, with hair

Erect: my voice clung to my throat. But she

Thus spoke, and with these words allayed my pain : —
“ Sweet husband, what avails it to indulge
.This grief insane? These things do not occur 1048
Without Divine consent. T was not ordained

That thou shouldst bear away Creiisa hence

As thy companion, nor does the Arbiter

Of high Olympus will it. Exile long

Must be thy lot, the vast expanse of sea 1os¢
Be ploughed ; and thou shalt see the Hesperian land,
Where Lydian Tiber flows with gentle course
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Between the fertile fields where heroes dwell.
Prosperity, a kingdom, and a spouse

Of royal rank are there obtained for thee. 1
For thy beloved Creiisa cease thy tears.

The Myrmidons’ and Dolopes’ proud seats

I shall not see : nor shall I go away

A slave to Grecian matrons,— I who come

From Dardanus, and am the daughter-in-law 100
Of divine Venus. But upon these shores

The mighty mother of the gods detains me.

And now farewell, and cherish with thy love

Thy son and mine!” Saying this, she left me there
‘Weeping, and wishing many things to say 1065
And, fading in the thin air, left my sight.

Thrice round her neck I strove to throw my arms ;
And thrice her image from my hands escaped,

That sought, but all in vain, to grasp her form,
Borne like a wingéd dream along the winds. 107
Thus finally, the night being worn away,

I saw my friends again. But here, surprised,

I found a multitude of new-arrived

Companions, who had flocked into this place, —
Matrons, and men, and youths, to exile doomed, 10+
A wretched crowd : they from all sides collect,
Prepared, with courage and resource, to go

To whatsoever lands across the seas

I might desire to carry them. And now

The star of morning, o’er the mountain-tops \
Of lofty Ida rising, led the day.

The Greeks still held the closely guarded gates :

Nor was there any further hope of aid.

I yielded to my fate, and, bearing still

My sire, toward the mountains took my way. 1088
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WHEN by the mandate of the gods the power
Of Asia and Priam’s race was overthrown,
Deserving better fate ; when Ilium fell,
And all Neptunian Troy upon the ground
Lay smoking ; we by auguries divine :
In distant and deserted lands were driven
To seck an exile. ’Neath Antandros’ walls,
And Phrygian Ida’s slopes, we built a fleet,
Uncertain whither fate should carry us,

- And where our courseshould end. We summon all
Our men. The early summer scarce begun,
My sire Anchises bids us give our sails
Unto the fates. Weeping, I leave behind
My native shores, the harbors, and the fields
Where Troy once stood, — an exile borne away
Upon the deep: with me my friends, my son,
And household gods, and those of mightier power.

Not far away there lies a peopled land,
Sacred to Mars, with spreading fields, and tilled
By Thracians (stern Lycurgus ruled it once) ; x
Of old in hospitable league with Troy,
And with our household gods, while fortune smiled.
Here, landing, on the winding shore I laid
The first foundations of a town, — the fates
Against me, — and from my own name I called =«
The spot Alneades.
A sacrifice
To my Dionean mother, and the gods
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Favoring my works commenced, I here began

To offer, and to Heaven’s supernal king

‘Was slaughtering on the shore a snow-whitebull.
It chanced there was a mound hard by, on which
Some twigs of cornel grew, and myrtles thick,

'With spear-like shoots. Approaching, I essayed

To pull a leafy sapling from the ground,

That I might deck the altars with the leaves, ]
When, dreadful to relate, a marvellous thing

I witnessed. For the first plant that I plucked,
Dark oozing blood dripped from its broken roots,
And specked the ground with gore. A shudder cold
Shook all my limbs, and froze my blood with fear. «
Seeking to penetrate the mystery,

I pulled again another pliant shoot ;

Again the black blood oozes from the bark.
Disturbed in mind, I prayed the woodland nymphs,
And Father Mars, who o’er the fields of Thrace "
Presides, that they would bless this vision strange,
And make the omen light. But when again,

The third time, with a tighter clutch I seized

A twig, and, with my knees against the ground,
Pulled, — shall I say it, or be mute ?—a groan s
Grievous to hear came from beneath the mound,

And a voice spoke : “ Alneas, why dost thou

Thus tear my wretched limbs ? Spare now my tomb!
Forbear polluting thy pure hands ; for I

Am Trojan, and not alien to thy race ; u
Nor flows this blood from wood. Ah, leave, and fly
These cruel lands, these avaricious shores :

For I am Polydore ; and these were spears

That pierced me, now sprung up, an iron crop

Of javelins.” Then aghast and all perplexed L]
I stood, with hair erect and palsied tongue.
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This Polydore with a great sum of gold

By the unhappy Priam had been sent

In secret to the Thracian monarch’s care,

‘When first he doubted the success of Troy -
Beleaguered by the Greeks. But he, when now

The Trojan power and fortune had declined,
Followed the conquering Agamemnon’s arms —
Broke through all faith, and murdered Polydore,
And seized his treasure. Cursed thirst for gold,
What crimes dost thou not prompt in mortal breasts!
Soon as this fear had left me, I announced

These portents of the gods to our chosen chiefs,

And to my father first, and asked of them

Their counsel. All with one accord advise ®
To leave this land, by violated laws

Of hospitality accursed, and sail

Away. Then funeral rites for Polydore

‘We celebrate, and heap a mound of earth ;

And altars to his shade are built, and hung ]
‘With fillets blue, and sombre cypress boughs.

And round about the Trojan women go,

As they are wont, with loosely flowing hair.

And bowls of warm frothed milk are placed around,
And cups of sacred blood; while in the tomb o
‘We lay his ghost, with invocations loud.

Then, when the sea first smiled, and when the breeze
Played lightly on the waves, and south-winds called
With gentle murmuring to the deep, our crews
Draw down the ships, and occupy the shores. "
From port we sail, and towns and lands recede.

Amid the sea there lies a lovely isle,
Sacred to Doris, mother of the nymphs
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Of ocean, and Agean Neptune. This,

Once floating round the shores, Apollo bound "
Fast to Gyaros and to Myconos,

And bade it stay unmoved, and scorn the winds.
Hither I sail. This pleasant isle receives

Within its port the weary voyagers.

Landing, we hail with praise Apollo’s seat. 100
King Anius, Pheebus’ priest and king in one,

His temples bound with fillets and with bays,

Meets us, and knows Anchises his old friend.

Then hands are grasped, with hospitable cheer,

Under his roof. And honors due I paid "

The ancient temple stones. * Grant us,” I cried,

% Thymbrzan Apollo, grant these weary ones

A home to call our own, with families,

And walls; a city where we may remain.

Preserve this newer Pergamus of Troy, e
Saved from the fierce Achilles and the Greeks.
‘Whom shall we follow? Whither dost thou will
That we shall go? And where abide? Grant now,
Father, some sign, and glide into our souls!”

Scarce had I spoken, when everything around m
Suddenly trembled, all the sacred doors,

And laurels of the god. The mountain heaved,

And from the deep recess the tripod moaned.

‘With reverent submission on the earth .
We fall; and thus a voice strikes on our ears: 1
“Brave Dardan men, that land from which you trace
Your birth and first beginnings of your race

Shall take you back unto its joyful breast.

Go seek your ancient mother, and there rest.

There shall all shores Aneas’ rule obey, 1»
And a long line of sons hold sovereign sway.”
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So Pheebus spoke. A great tamultuous joy

Arose among us. All, inquiring, ask

‘What city this may be: whither this voice

Directs us, and commands us to return. m
My father then, revolving in his mind

The legends of the olden time, thus spake : —

% Hear me, O chiefs, and learn what you may hope.
The isle of Crete, the land of mighty Jove,

Lies in mid-ocean : an Idean mount 1
Is there, and there the cradle of our race.

There stand a hundred peopled cities, realms

Most fertile, whence our great progenitor,

Teucer, if I remember well the things

I’ve heard, passed over to the Rhatean shores, 0
And for a kingdom chose a place. Not yet

Had Ilium and its citadels arisen:

The inhabitants in lowly valleys dwelt.

Thence came the mother goddess, Cybele,

The Corybantian cymbals, and the grove 16
Idzean ; thence the faithful secrecy

Of sacred rites; and thence the lions yoked

Beneath the chariot of the queen divine.

Come then, and follow where the gods direct.

Let us propitiate the winds, and seek L]
The Gnosian shores. Nor are they distant far.

If Jupiter but aid us, the third day

Shall land our ships upon the Cretan coast.”

So saying, he sacrificed the victims due:

A bull to Neptune, and a bull to thee, 15
O bright Apollo; a black sheep to the Storm;

A white one to the favoring Western Winds.

A rumor ran that King Idomeneus,

Expelled from his paternal realms, had ceased

To reign, and that the shores of Crete wereleft  w
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Deserted, — houses void, and settlements
Abandoned. Passing by the Ortygian port,
By Naxos’ Bacchanalian heights we sail ;
By green Donysa and Olearos ;

By snow-white Paros, and the Cyclades
Scattered along the sea, and channels thick
With islands ; and the shouting mariners
Pull at the oars with spirits emulous,

And upon Crete and our forefathers call.
A rising wind comes blowing on our stern,
And follows, till at length we glide along
The ancient shores of the Curetan race.

Here eagerly I choose tle site, and raise
‘Walls of a wished-for city, which I call
Pergamia, and exhort my people, proud

Of such a name, to watch with loving care
Their hearths, and guard them with a citadel.

Now hauled upon the dry shore stand the ships.
Our youths employ their time in choosing wives,
And tilling the new fields; laws I began

To give, and dwellings ; — when the air is filled
‘With sudden blight, a slow-consuming plague
Dreadful and dire, that falls upon the limbs

Of men, and on the trees, and on the crops.

A fatal year it proved. Either they left

Their pleasant lives, or their sick bodies dragged
About ; the dog-star parched the sterile fields;
And all the grass was dry; the sickly crops
Refused their grain. Once more across the sea
To the Ortygian oracle, my sire

Advises us to send, and supplicate

Apollo, and implore his grace, and ask

18
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What end may be to our distressed affairs;
Where turn for help, and whither bend our course.

'T was night; and all the living tbmgs of earth 1

Were sleeping ; when the sacred images,

The Phrygian household gods that I had brought

From Troy, borne through the city’s flames, I saw

Standing before me as I slept, — distinct

In the broad moonlight pouring full and clear 2%

Through the inserted windows. Then they spoke,

And with their words relieved my anxious fears :

¢ That which Apollo would announce to thee

Going to Ortygia, here, unsought, through us

He brings to thy own doors. 'We, who, since Troy »s

Was burned, have followed thee, and helped thine
: arms,

And in thy ships have crossed the swelling seas, —

‘We thy descendants also will exalt

Unto the stars, and to thy city give

Imperial power. Do thou then build thy walls =0

Of ample size, fitting a noble race,

Nor grow disheartened in thy wanderings.

Change your abiding-place. Not on these shores

Of Crete did Delian Apollo bid

The Trojans fix their seats. There is a place, s

An ancient country, called among the Greeks

Hesperia, of a fertile soil, and strong

In arms, once settled by (Enotrian men ;

Now, from their leader’s name, called Italy.

That is our destined home. There Dardanus m

Was born, — Iasius too, — and from this chief

Our race. Rise then, and to thy aged sire

Rejoicing bear this news, which none may doubt.

Seek for Cortona and the Ausonian lands,
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For Jove denies to thee these Cretan fields.” zs

Astonished at the vision, and the voice

Divine (for it was not deep sleep ; I seemed

To know their countenances and veiled locks,

And forms distinct), a cold sweat bathed my limbs;

Leaping from bed, I raised my hands and voice s

To heaven, and on the altar-fires of home,

With fitting rites, poured offerings undefiled.

This sacrifice completed, I with joy

Inform Anchises of the whole event. :

At once he saw the double ancestry 3

And line, and how by error of new names

He was deceived about the ancient spots.

“ My son,” he said, “ by Trojan fates still held!

Cassandra alone foretold to me such things.

Now I remember how she prophesied ™)

This destiny for us; and oft she spoke

About Hesperia and the Italian realms.

But who believed the Trojans e’er should come

To the Hesperian shores ? or who did e’er

To prophetess Cassandra give belief ? us

To Pheebus let us yield, and, warned by him,

Seek better fortune.” Thus he spoke; we all

With joy obey. This place we also quit,

Leaving a few behind ; and setting sail

In our hollow barks we skim along the sea. E)
Our ships kept to the open main. No more

‘We saw the land; on all sides sky and sea.

Then overhead there stood a cloud that scowled

With night and storm, and in the gathering gloom

The waves grew rough, and all at once the wind "2

Swept over them, and surging billows rose.

On the vast roaring deep dispersed, we are thrown.

The day is wrapped in clouds, and the wet night
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Snatches away the heavens. From bursting clouds
Redoubling thunders crash. Driven from our course,
‘We wander through the blind and misty waves.
Even Palinurus owns he cannot now
Distinguish night from day, nor recollect
His course. For three uncertain days we grope
In the thick fog, and as many starless nights. s
On the fourth day at length the land appears,
And distant mountains rise, and curling smoke.
Our sails are lowered. Upon our oars we bend,
And dash the spray, and sweep the waters blue.

Safe from the waves, I landed on the shores m
And islands of the Strophades (8o called
In Greece) ; amid the great Ionian sea
They lie. And here the fell Cel@no dwelt,
And the other Harpies, after Phineus’ house
'Was closed upon them, forced by fear to quit m
The tables where they once had banqueted.
So dire a monster and so foul a pest
And scourge, sent by the gods, never arose
From Stygian waters; winged like the birds,
And with a virgin’s face; a foul discharge )
Comes from their bodies ; crooked claws for hands ;
And faces with perpetual hunger pale.

Here, entering the port, behold, we see
Fair herds of cattle grazing in the fields,
And flocks of goats, without a keeper, browse "
Amid the grass. We with our weapons rush
Upon them ; and invoke the gods and Jove
Himself to share our booty. Next we spread
Our couches on the winding shore, and fall
To feasting ; when with swift terrific flight )
The Harpies from the mountains flock, and shake
Their clanging wings, and snatch away our food,
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Defiling everything with contact foul ; .

And, 'mid the hideous stench, a dreadful voice

Is heard. Again, in a remote retreat, s
Under a hollow rock, shut in by shade

Of arching trees, we set our tables forth,

And on the altars we replace the fire.

Again, from a different quarter of the sky,

And secret hiding-places, hovering round, )
The noisy troop with crooked claws alight,

And with their mouths defile our food. I then

Bid my companions take their arms, and fight
Against this curséd race. So charged, they hide
Their swords and shining shields beneath the grass. s
Bo, when we heard again their clattering wings
Flying along the shore, Misenus gives

A signal from his brazen trumpet, perched

Upon a height. My comrades rush to try

This novel war, and maim these fell sea-birds ; 310
But neither in their feathers nor their flesh

Do they receive a wound. Swiftly they cleave

The air, and leave their filthy tracks behind

On the half-eaten banquet. All but one, — .
Celeno. She, the gloomy prophetess, as
On a high rock alighting, thus broke forth

In words: “Is’t war ye wage on us, — yea, war,

Sons of Laomedon, for these beeves you ’ve slain,
Our slaughtered steers, — from our own land to drive
The unoffending Harpies? Hear ye then ]
My words, and fix this presage in your minds,

‘Which Jove foretold to Pheebus, he to me,

And I, the eldest of the Furies, tell

To you. Ye hold your course to Italy;

Your Italy ye shall find, with winds invoked, s
And sail into her ports. But ere ye gird
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Your city with its walls, by famine dire,
For this your outrage, ye shall be compelled
To gnaw the very boards on which you eat.”

She said ; and, borne upon her wings, she fled
Into the wood. But sudden fear congealed
My comrades’ blood ; their courage fell ; no more
By arms, but with our vows and prayers, they wish
To ask for peace ; whether these creatures be
Of rank divine, or birds obscene and dire. 33
And Father Anchises from the shore spreads forth
His hands, invoking the great deities ;
And offerings due commands : “ Ye gods, forefend
Those threats! Ye gods, avert such hard mishap !
And kindly save your pious votaries.” ")
Then he commands to tear our ships from shore,
And to uncoil the ropes, and cast them loose.
The south-winds stretch our sails: through foaming

waves

‘We are borne, where’er the winds and pilot point.
Now looms in sight Zacynthus, crowned with woods ; x5
Dulichium, Same, and steep Neritus ;
And past the rocks of Ithaca we fly,
Laertes’ kingdom, while we curse the land
That reared the cruel Ulysses. Soon appear
The cloud-capped mountain-tops of Leucate, L
And Pheebus’ temple, feared by mariners.
Weary, we make for this, and now approach
The little city. From the prow we cast
The anchor, and draw up our ships on shore.

Thus having gained the unexpected coast, L
‘We sacrifice to Jove, and light the fires
Of votive offerings ; then make Actium famed
With Trojan games. My comrades, naked, smear
Their limbs with slippery oil, for wrestling-bouts,
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As in their native land. And much delight a0

It gave to have passed so many Grecian towns

Unharmed, and held our passage through our foes.
Meanwhile, the great sun rolls around the year,

And icy winter with his northern winds

Roughens the waves. A shield of hollow brass _ s

Once worn by mighty Abas I affix

Upon the door-posts, and this verse inscribe

Thereon, commemorative of the event:

THESE ARMS ENEAS TOOK FROM CONQUERING GREEKRS.

Then I command to quit these ports, and take o

Our oars. So, rowing, o’er the waves we sweep.

Pheeacia’s summits of aerial live

Are hid behind us, and we coast along

Epirus, entering the Chaonian ports,

And toward Buthrotum’s lofty city sail. m

Here an incredible report we hear :

How Helenus, the son of Priam, reigns

O’er Grecian cities ; of the spouse and throne

Of Pyrrhus now possessed and thus again
Andromache was given as the wife ]
Oftone from her own native land. Amazed

I heard it, and my heart was all aflame

‘With marvellous desire to meet the man

And hear his story. From the port I go,

Leaving my ships upon the shore. It chanced »
Andromache that day, outside the walls, '
Within a grove by a mimic Simois stream,

Was making solemn feast, and offering there

Her sad libations on a mound she called

Her Hector’s, green with turf, where she invoked
His shade ; also two altars she with tears

Had consecrated. As she saw me approach,
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And knew our Trojan arms, in wild amaze

And terror at this wondrous prodigy,

She stiffened as she gazed ; her color fled ; 80
Fainting she falls; and after a long pause

Can scarcely speak. “ And art thou real ?” she said ;
¢ A real and living messenger to me,

O goddess-born! Or if the light of life

Hath left thee, — tell me, where is Hector then!”
Saying this, her tears fell fast; her cries of grief
Filled all the place. To her wild words I scarce

Can frame a brief reply ; but deeply moved,

‘With parted lips and interrupted speech,

Tery: “I am indeed alive: through all ws
Extremes I drag my days. Doubt not; ’t is real

All that thou seest. But ah, what fate is thine,
Deprived of such a husband? Or what lot

‘Worthy of thee hath fallen to thee again?

Hector’s Andromache, art thou the wife T
Of Pyrrhus?” She with downcast looks, and voice
Lowered, replied : “ O happier than all others

‘Was Priam’s virgin daughter, when condemned

To die upon a hostile mound, beneath

The walls of Troy ; no casting of lots she bore, as
Nor was led captive to a conqueror’s bed !

‘While we, — our country burned, o’er many seas
Conveyed, having in servitude brought forth

Our children, — we were forced to bear the pride
And contumely of the Achillean race, o
And of a haughty youth, who seeking then

Hermione in Spartan nuptial bonds,

Transferred me, slave to him, to be possessed

By Helenus, who also was his slave.

But, fired with love excessive for his bride @

Snatched from him, and by Furies goaded on,
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Orestes takes this Pyrrhus in an hour

Unguarded, and beside his altar fires

Slays him. At Pyrrhus’ death, to Helenus

A portion of his kingdom fell, which he -
Called the Chaonian land, from Chaon’s name,

Of Troy ; and on these hills a citadel

Has built, a second Pergamus. But thou, —

‘What winds, what fates have hither shaped thy course ;
Or what divinity bas driven thee here s
Upon our shores, unknowing of what has passed ?
‘What of thy boy Ascanius? Lives he yet ?

And does he miss the mother he has lost ?

And does his sire A’neas — Hector too,

His uncle — kindle somewhat in his breast . W
The olden virtues, and the manly glow

Of courage?” So she poured her feelings out,
Weeping, with long and fruitless floods of tears:
‘When from the city, with a numerous train,

Brave Helenus the son of Priam comes, “s
And knows his friends, and gladly them conducts
Into his palace ; and between each word

‘Weeps many a tear. Then moving on, I see

A little Troy, a mimic Pergamus,

A scanty stream of Xanthus, and embrace @
The threshold of another Sceean gate.

My Trojans too the hospitality

Enjoy, the king receiving them within

- His ample galleries. In the palace halls

They pour the wine. The feast is served in gold. 4s

And now a day and yet another day

Had passed. The breezes call ; the south-wind swells
Our sails. Then thus to our prophet host I spake:

% Thou of true Trojan birth, interpreter
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Of things divine, who knowest Apollo’s will,

The tripods, and the laurels of the god ;

‘Who know’st the stars, the language of the birds,
And omens of their flight ; tell me, I pray, —
Since favoring religious auguries

Have pointed my whole course, and all the gods
Persuade toward Italy, and lands remote
(Celzno the fell Harpy, she alone

Foretells a strange and dreadful prodigy,

And threatens vengeful wrath and famine dire), —

Tell me what dangers I must chiefly avoid,
Or by what guidance I may overtop .
My many trials.” Then with sacrifice

Of oxen duly offered, Helenus

Entreats the favor of the gods, unbinds

The fillets from his consecrated head, -

And leads us to Apollo’s temple, awed

To reverence by the presence of the god ;
Then from his sacred lips thus prophesies.

“ Son of a goddess, certain is my faith

That thou with auspices of highest mark

Art sailing on the deep; (the king of gods
Distributes thus the fates, and rolls around

The order of events, even now going on.)

Of many things a few I will declare,

How thou mayst safelier cross the friendly seas,
And reach the Ausonian port. For other things
The Destinies forbid that thou shouldst know,
Or Juno wills not that I utter them. -

And first, thou knowest not that Italy,

That seems so near, within an easy sail,

With neighboring ports, is distant far, by sea,
And by untrodden paths and tracts of land.

465
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And first in the Trinacrian waves your oars
Must bend, and you must cross the Ausonian sea,
The infernal lake, and A®an Circe’s isle,

Ere in safe lands thy city must be built.

The signs 1’1l give thee ; bear them well in mind.
When, as thou musest anxiously beside

A hidden river, on the shores thou seest

A huge sow lying ’neath the ilex-trees,

White, on the ground, with thirty sucking young
Of the same color clustered round her teats, —
There shall thy city be, there rest be found
From toil. Nor fear that prophecy that ye

Shall eat your tables. Fate shall find a way ;
Apollo, when invoked, will be your aid.

But for those nearer lands of Italy

‘Washed by our tides, avoid them ; all their towns
Are inhabited by evil-minded Greeks.

Here the Narycian Locri built their walls;

And here Idomeneus of Crete has filled

With soldiery the Sallentinian plains.

And Philoctetes, Melibean chief,

Defends the small Petilia with his walls.
Moreover, when your fleet has crossed the seas,
And, building altars on the shore, you pay

Your vows, shroud with a purple veil thy head,
Lest *mid the sacred fires and rites divine

Some hostile presence should present itself,

And so disturb the omens. Keep this rule

Of worship, thou and thy companions all,

And thy descendants. But when near the coasts
Of Sicily, Pelorus’ narrow straits

Open to view, then take the land to the left,
And the left sea, with a wide circuit round,

And shun the shore and sea upon the right.

s10
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Those lands, ’t is said, by vast convulsions once

‘Were torn asunder (such the changes wrought

By time), when both united stood as one.

Between them rushed the sea, and with its waves s»
Cut off the Italian side from Sicily,

And now between their fields and cities flows

With narrow tide. There Scylla guards the right,
Charybdis the implacable the left ;

And thrice its whirlpool sucks the vast waves down s
Into the lowest depths of its abyss,

And spouts them forth into the air again,

Lashing the stars with waves. But Scylla lurks
‘Within the blind recesses of a cave,

Stretching her open jaws, and dragging down s
The ships upon the rocks. Foremost, a face,

Human, with comely virgin’s breast, she seems,

E’en to the middle ; but her lower parts

A hideous monster of the sea, the tails

Of dolphins mingling with the womb of wolves. s
Better to voyage, though delaying long,

Around Pachyna’s cape, with circuit wide,

Than once the shapeless Seylla to behold

Under her caverns vast, and hear those rocks
Resounding with her dark blue ocean hounds. 85
And now besides, if aught of wisdom be

In Helenus, or credit as a seer,

If with true lore Apollo fills his mind,

One thing before all others I enjoin,

One admonition urge and urge again. 55
First of all, supplicate great Juno’s power;

To Juno pay thy vows with willing mind ;

O’erpower the mighty queen with gifts and prayers.
So, finally, Trinacria left behind,

Victorious thou shalt reach the Italian lands, )
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Thence, when Cumaa’s city thou hast found,
And sounding forests of the Avernian lake,
Here the mad Sibyl thou wilt see, who sits
Beneath a rock, announcing human fates,

And to her leaves commits her oracles.

What mystic lines the virgin writes, she lays
Arranged, and leaves them shut within her cave ;
Unmoved they lie, nor is their order changed.
But should the door upon its hinges turn,

And some light breeze disturb the delicate leaves,
And scatter them about the hollow cave,

She never cares to arrest them, or renew

Their order, and connect her oracles ;

And they who came to her, uncounselled go,
Hating the Sibyl’s seat. Here, do not grudge
Delay and loss of time too much, although

Thy comrades chide thee, and the voyage tempts
Thy sails, with prospect of auspicious winds ;
But to the Sibyl go, entreating her

That she herself will tell her oracles,

And open willingly her voice and lips.

She will unfold to thee the Italian tribes,

Thy coming wars, and how thou mayst avoid,
How bear thy sufferings. Reverently approached,
She will direct thee on a prosperous course.

So far it is permitted I may speak

To thee admonitory words. Now go,

And with thy deeds bear Troy to heights divine.”

‘When thus the prophet had with friendly speech
Addressed me, to our ships he sends rich gifts
Of gold, of ivory, and of silver plate,

And Dodonzan caldrons; and with these

A corselet woven of triple links of gold,

[ )
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And a proud helmet with a flowing crest

Of hair, the arms of Neoptolemus ; s
Gifts for my father also; horses too,

And guides, and bands of rowers he supplies;

And furnishes, withal, our crews with arms.

Meanwhile, Anchises bids us hoist our sails,
Lest by delay we miss the rising wind. 000
Then him Apollo’s priest addresses thus,
With reverent mien : ¢ Thou, who wert worthy deemed
Of Venus’ proud espousals, — by Heaven’s care
Twice rescued from Troy’s ruins, — lo, the land )
Ausonian is before thee! With thy ships o5
Go take it. Yet thou needs must pass it by
Upon this sea. Far distant is that part
Of Italy Apollo opes to thee.
Go, happy in the filial piety -
Of this thy son! Why further speech from me? a0
Or why with words delay the rising winds ?”

Grieved too at taking leave, Andromache
Brings for Ascanius broidered garments wrought
With golden thread ; also a Phrygian cloak,
An offering not unworthy, — loading him as
With gifts of woven stuffs ; while thus she speaks:
« Accept these too, my boy, and let them be
Memorials of my handiwork, and show
The love unfading of Andromache,
Once Heotor’s wife; thy kindred’s parting gifts; e
O sole surviving image of my boy
Astyanax! Such eyes, such hands had he,
Such features; and his budding youth would just
Have equalled thine in years.” Departing now,
With gushing tears I said : «“ Happy be ye, s
Whose fortune is achieved. For us, we are called
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From one fate to another ; but for you

Rest is secure: no ploughing of the deep,

No fields of distant Italy to seek,

Forever vanishing before your eyes. )
An image of the Xanthus and of Troy

Ye have before you, by your own hands made,

With better auspices, I hope, and less

Exposed to hostile Greeks. If I should ever

Enter the Tiber, and the adjacent fields o
Of Tiber, and behold the cities given

Unto my people, then our kindred towns

And neighboring populations shall one day—

Epirus and Hesperia (having both

One founder, Dardanus, one fortune too) — o
" Make a united Troy in our regard.

Be this the care of our posterity.”

Close to the neighboring Ceraunia now

We sail, whence lies our way to Italy,

The shortest course by sea. Meanwhile the sun s
Goes down ; the shadowy mountains hide in night.
On the earth’s welcome lap we throw ourselves,
Beside the waves, the watch being set on board,

And here and there along the sandy beach

Refresh ourselves with food. Our weary limbs e
Are bathed in sleep. Not yet the night had reached
Her middle course, when Palinurus leaves

His bed, — no sluggard he,— and all the winds
Essays, listening to catch their sounds ; and notes

In the still sky the softly gliding stars, o5
Arcturus, and the rainy Hyades,

And the two Bears, and armed Orion bright

With gold. And when he sees that all is still

Amid the heavens serene, he from the stern

2 Ay P ee———————— \ A— e /b — . Al ——— e



Boox III] LAND IS REACHED 85

Gives the clear signal. Then we strike our tents, e»

And try the voyage, with our wingéd sails.

And now Aurora reddens in the east ;

The stars had vanished ; when, far off, we see

The dusky mountains and the long low shore

Of Italy. And ITALY rings first o

Achates’ voice, and Italy with shouts

Of joy my comrades greet. My father then

Wreathes a great cup, and fills it up with wine,

And, standing in the stern, invokes the gods:

“Ye potent deities of sea and land, o

And of the storms, grant us a passage safe,

And favoring breezes.” Soon the wished-for winds

Freshen, and wider grows the harbor now;

Minerva’s temple on a height appears ;

We furl the sails, and turn our prows to land. o

Hollowed by eastern tides the harbor lies,

And hidden by the jutting rocks, on which

The salt waves dash. The cliffs, high-turreted,

Stretch out with double walls ; the temple stands

Back from the shore. Here, our first augury, LY

We see four snow-white horses grazing free

Amid the grass. ¢ Ah, hospitable land,”

My father cries, “ for us thou bringest war!

For war these steeds portend. Yet since they have
known

The chariot, and the peaceful yoke and reins, s

They also promise peace.” The sacred power

Of Pallas with the ringing armor then

We supplicate, who first received us, glad

To gain the shore ; and at the altars throw

The Phrygian veil about our heads; and then, )

As Helenus prescribed, due offerings burn .

To Argive Juno.
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~ Now, without delay,

Our vows performed, we turn our sails, and leave
The dwellings and suspected lands of men
Of Grecian race. And next Tarentum’s bay, s
Named, if report be true, from Hercules,
Is seen ; and opposite lifts up her head
The goddess of Lacinia ; and the heights
Appear of Caulon, and the dangerous rocks
Of Scylaceum. Then far off we see 1
Trinacrian ZAtna rising from the waves ;
And now we hear the ocean’s awful roar,
The breakers dashing on the rocks, the moan
Of broken voices on the shore. The deeps
Leap up, and sand is mixed with boiling foam. 708
¢ Charybdis ! ” cries Anchises ; “ lo, the cliffs,
The dreadful rocks that Helenus foretold !
Save us, — bear off, my men! With equal stroke
Bend on your oars!” No sooner said than done.
With groaning rudder Palinurus turns : iU
The prow to the left, and the whole cohort strain
‘With oar and sail, and seek a southern course.
The curving wave one moment lifts us up
Skyward, then sinks us down as in the shades
Of death. Three times amid their hollow caves  7s
The cliffs resound ;*three times we saw the foam
Dashed, that the stars hung dripping wet with dew.
Meanwhile, abandoned by the wind and sun,
Weary, and ignorant of our course, 'we are thrown
Upon the Cyclops’ shore.

The port is large, ™
And sheltered from the winds. But Altna near,
‘With frightful desolation roars, at times
Sending up bursts of black clouds in the air,
With rolling smoke of pitch, and flashing sparks,
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And globes of flame that lick the very stars. 125
Then, from the bowels of the mountain torn,

Huge stones are hurled, and melted rocks heaped up,
A roaring flood of fire. ’T is said that here
Enceladus, half blasted by the bolts :
Of heaven, was thrust beneath the mountainous mass; =
And mighty Atna, piled above, sends forth

His fiery breathings from the broken flues;

And every time he turns his weary sides,

All Sicily groans and trembles, and the sky

Is wreathed in smoke. Sheltered by woods that night, 7
Strange sounds affright us, nor can we detect

Their cause ; for in the sky no stars appeared,

And all the heavens were black with murky clouds,
And the moon shrouded by the untimely night.

At length the early dawn arose. The day 0
Had drawn away the damp shades from the sky;
‘When suddenly a figare from the woods,

An unknown man with pale and wasted looks

And miserably clad, appeared, and stretched

His hands in supplication toward the shore. s
Closely we scan him, filthy, with long beard,

And garment pinned with thorns; in all besides,

A Greek, as once he had been sent, to fight

With Grecian arms ’gainst Troy. He, when he saw
From far our Trojan garments, and our arms, 0
Awhile in terror paused, and then went on;

Then rushing headlong to the shore he ran,

With tears and supplications: “ By the stars,

The gods, the respirable air and light,

Take me away, O Trojans, wheresoe’er 755
Ye go! ’T will be enough for me. I own

That I am one of those who from the fleets
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Of Greece made war upon your household gods.

For which, if my offence be deemed too great,

Tear me in pieces, throw me in the sea; 1)
At least I then shall die by human hands!”

So saying, he embraced our knees, and rolled

Upon the ground, still clinging. Urgently

‘We ask his name, his family, and what

Hard lot pursues him. And my sire himself 5
At once presents his right hand to the youth,

And reassures his courage with that pledge.

Then, laying by his fears, he thus began : —

“From Ithaca I came, my native land ;
My name is Achemenides; I was ™0
Companion of Ulysses, hapless chief |
My father, Adamastus, being poor,
I went to Troy. (Would that my state remained
As once it was!) My comrades left me here,
Unmindful, in the Cyclops’ cavern vast, — ™
‘When from this cruel shore they fled in fear, —
A huge and gloomy den defiled with gore
And bloody feasts. He, towering, strikes the stars.
(Ye gods, remove such scourges from the earth!)
Not to be seen or heard without a thrill 780
Of horror, — on the entrails and the blood
Of miserable men he feeds. I myself saw,
When, with his huge hand seizing two of us,
Back bending in the middle of his cave,
He broke their bones upon a rock, and all L
The threshold, spattered, swam with human blood.
I saw him when he chewed their limbs, that dripped
Dark blood, the warm flesh quivering in his teeth, —
Not unrevenged ; nor did Ulysses bear
Such things ; nor was the chief of Ithaca L]
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Forgetful of himself in such an hour.

For when, full of his food, and sunk in wine,

He threw his length immense upon the floor,
Belching the gore and gobbets in his sleep,

Mingled with wine, we, praying to the gods, L]
And casting lots, surround him on all sides,

And with a weapon sharp the eyeball pierced,

That huge and single neath his scowling brow
Glared, like a Grecian shield, or Phaebus’ lamp.

And so at last we joyfully avenged )
The shades of our companions. But fly, fly,
Unbappy men! Loose from the shore your ropes.
For vast as stands this Polyphemus there,

Penning his woolly sheep, or milking them

In his dark cave, a hundred more there are_ 805
‘Who haunt these winding shores, or wander high
Among the mountains. Now three moons have filled
Their horns since I have dragged my life along

In forests, and in desert haunts of beasts ;

And the huge Cyclops from the rocks I see, a1
And tremble at their voices and their steps.

A wretched food the branches have supplied ;

Berries and stony cornels, and the roots

Of plants torn from the earth, have fed me long.
Looking around on all sides, I at length &
Descried your fleet, as it approached these shores.
‘Whate’er it might be, I resolved to yield

Myself to it. Enough that I’ve escaped

That dreadful race ; rather take ye my life,

By whatsoever death ye choose to ordain.” o

Scarce had he spoken, when on a mountain-top
‘We saw the shepherd Polypheme himself,
With his vast bulk, stalking among his sheep, —
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An awful monster, huge, misshaped, and blind.

Down to his well-known shores he came. His hand s
A pine-trunk held, and steadied thus his feet.

His woolly sheep accompanied his steps,

His sole delight and solace in his woes.

When to the deep sea he had come, he bathed

The gory socket where his eye had been, &0
Gnashing his teeth with groans. Then through the
waves

He wades ; the billows scarcely reach his sides.
Trembling, we haste to fly; and take away

With us the stranger, as he well deserved ;

Silently cut the ropes, and bending, row, '™
And sweep the sea with our contending oars.

He hears a voice, and toward the sound he turns.

But when he cannot reach us with his hands,

Nor dare the depths of the Ionian seas

In his pursuit, with outery terrible o
He clamors, that the ocean and its waves

Tremble with fear; affrighted Italy

Shudders ; and ZAtna with its hollow caves
Reverberates the roar. But from the woods

And mountains rush the uproused Cyclop tribe, s
Swarming upon the shore. We see them stand,

The Altnean brothers, each with glaring eye,
Powerless for harm, their lofty heads high raised,

A dread assembly ; as on some high hill

Stand windy oaks, or cone-clad cypress-trees, 850
Jove’s lofty forests, or Diana’s groves.

Sharp fear impels us to unreef our sails

‘With speed, and take whatever winds may blow

To favor us. Still, Helenus’ commands

‘We bear in mind, that warned us not to steer ]
*Twixt Scylla and Charybdis, each the way

e P e —
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Of death, with little choice. Backward we tend ;
‘When lo, a north-wind from Pelorus sent

Came blowing ; and we passed Pantagia’s mouth

Of rock, the bay of Megara, and coast st
Of Thapsa, lying low ; so all these shores

Did Achemenides, Ulysses’ mate,

Point out, retracing his own wandering course.
Stretching in front of the Sicanian bay,

And opposite wave-washed Plemmyrium, lies o3
An isle, to which the ancients gave the name

Ortygia. Hither, so the legends say,

Alpheus, Elis’ river, underneath

The ocean found a secret way, and now

Mingles with Arethusa’s stream, and flows &
With the Sicilian waves. Here, as prescribed,

‘We adore the deities who rule the place.

Thence, passing the fat soil and stagnant stream

Of the Helorus, by Pachynus’ crags

Of tall and jagged rock, we coast along ; &
And Camarina, which the fates forbade

That they should ever drain, is seen afar;

And Gela, with its city, fields, and stream.

Steep Agrigentum shows her stately walls,

Once famed for mettled steeds. We leave behind s
Palmy Selinus, and the dangerous shoals

And rocks of Lilybeum. Then the port

Of Drepanum receives me, — joyless shore | —

For here, so long by tempests driven, at last,

Alas, I lose Anchises, honored sire, 806
‘Who was the solace of my cares and griefs.

Here, best of fathers, thou didst leave me, sad

And worn; thou, from so many perils snatched,
Alas, now all in vain! Nor had the seer

Helenus, when so many dread events o
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In vision he foretold, predicted grief

Like this to me; nor said Celseno aught.

This was my latest suffering, this the close

My long, long wanderings found. Thence borne away,
Some deity has brought me to your shores. ™

Thus while they listened all, Zneas told
His tale of fates divine, and all his course ;
At length he rested, having made an end,
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BuT pierced with grievous pangs long since, the queen
Feeds in her veins the wound, by secret fire
Consumed. The hero’s many virtues oft

Recur to her mind, and glories of his race.

Within her heart his looks, his words are fixed; s
Her troubled soul allows her limbs no rest. :

Now Morn with Phoebus’ torch illumed the earth,
Driving the dewy shadows from the sky ;

‘When with mind ill at ease, she thus addressed

Her loving sister: ¢ Anna, sister dear, 1
‘What dreams affright and fill me with suspense !
‘What wondrous guest into our courts has come ?
‘What bearing in his mien! How brave he seems

In spirit and in arms! T do believe

(No groundless faith) his lineage is divine. B
Fear shows degenerate souls. Ah, by what fates
_Has he been buffeted, — what weary wars!

Tt in my mind the purpose Were not fixed,

To ally myself with none in nuptial chains,

Since my first love was baffled by false death; »
If marriage bed and bridal torch were not

A weary thought, — perhaps I might succumb

To this one fault. For I confess to thee,

Anna, that since Sychsus’ wretched fate,

‘When by a brother’s crime our household gods »
Were stained with blood, this one alone has stirred
My feelings, and impressed my wavering mind.
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I see the traces of my earlier flame.

But I would rather that the steadfast earth

Should yawn beneath me, from its lowest depths, =
Or the Omnipotent Father hurl me down

With thunder to the shades, the pallid shades

Of Erebus, and night profound, ere thee,

O sacred shame, I violate, or break

Thy laws. He who first joined me to himself *
Took away all my love. Let him still hold

And guard it in his sepulchre.” She said ;

And bathed her breast with tears she could not check.

Anna replied : “O dearer than the light

Unto thy sister! Wilt thou waste away, “
Lonely and sad, thy bloom of youth, nor know

Of children sweet, nor the rewards of love?

Or dost thou think the ashes of the dead,

Or that the buried ghosts will care for this ?

Grant that, while grief was fresh, no suitor gained
Thy heart, of Libya, or before, of Tyre ;

Iarbas slighted, and the leaders all

‘Whom Africa, replete with triumphs, bore ;

Yet wilt thou fight against congenial love ?

Dost thou remember whose the fields whereon )
Thou art seated? Here Gatulian cities stand,

And gird thee round, — the unconquerable race, —
Unreined Numidian bands,— and they who haunt
The inhospitable Syrtes; there a tract

Of thirsty desert, and the raging tribes 8
Of Barca. Why of wars that loom in Tyre

Need that I speak, or of thy brother’s threats ?

By auspices divine, I must believe,

And Juno’s favor ’t was, the Trojan ships

Were driven hither. 'What a city thine )

™ T
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Will be! What kingdoms from such umion spring!-
‘With Teucrian forces joined to ours, to what
A height of power will Punic glory rise !
Only do thou ask favor of the gods,
‘With all due rites, and hospitality ]
Accord, devising reasons for delay,
‘While on the sea the stormy winter raves,
And watery Orion, and his ships
Are shattered, and the inclement sky still frowns.”
TWlth words like these she fanned the flame of love n
"Within her soul ; gave hope to her doubting mind,
And freed her from the scruples for her fame.
- First to the shrines they go, and pray for peace
Before the altars. Choice sheep two years old,
As rule prescribed, to Ceres, giver of laws, ]
Pheebus, and Bacchus, there they sacrifice ;
And above all, to Juno, who hath care
Of marriage ties. Herself fair Dido holds
And pours the cup between the white cow’s horns;
Or, at the unctuous altars, to and fro )
She moves, before the presence of the gods ;
Renews the gifts all day ; and bending o’er
The victims’ opened breasts, with parted lips
Of eager hope, consults the entrails s#ill
- Breathing with life. Alas, the ignorance 8
Of all prophetic lore! ‘What vows, what shrines
Can help her raging love? The soft flame burns,
Meanwhile, the marrow of her life ; the wound
Lives silently, and rankles *neath her breast.
The unhappy Dido through the city roams »
With burning bosom ; as a heedless deer
Wandering far off amid the Cretan woods,
Struck by the random arrow of some swain,
Who sends his flying dart, nor knows the while
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‘Where it has speq : but she through woods and wilds s
Roams, the fell shaft still sticking in her side.

Now she conducts Aneas through the midst
Of walls and battlements, and shows her wealth
Sidonian, as if all were built for him:
Begins to speak, and half-way checks her voice; 1

At eve, |mpat1ent waits the banquet hour,

\

And asks again to hear his Trojan tale

Of sorrows, and infatuated hangs

Upon the speaker’s lips. And now when all

Have gone, and the dim moon withdraws her light, 1
And the declining stars invite to rest,

Alone through all the empty house she sighs,

And on the banquet couch he left reclines ;

"And hears and sees him though he is not near.

Or in her lap Ascanius she detains, 1m
Snared by the father’s image in the son,

If haply thus she may but cheat her love
Unutterable. Towers that were begun

Now cease to rise. The warrior youths no more
Engage in martial exercise ; nor ports 115
Nor bulwarks are prepared for war. All works
Hang interrupted, both the ramparts huge,

And scaffoldings that climbed toward the sky.

When Juno saw that such a subtle pest

Possessed the queen, regardless of her fame ™
In her mad passion, she to Venus thus

Addressed her speech : « Rare praise, and ample spoils
Thou bring’st indeed, — thou, and that son of thine.

A great and memorable act of power,

‘When by the guile of two divinities 12
One woman is o’ercome! Nor have I failed

To see that thou hast feared our city’s walls,
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Suspicious of our Carthaginian rule.

‘What limit will there be to this? Or why

Such contests ? 'Why not rather bring about 1%
Eternal peace, and binding marriage rites ?

‘What thou didst seek with all thy mind, thou hast.
Ardently Dido loves; through all her limbs

Her passion beats. Then let us henceforth rule
With equal auspices this people : she / 15
To serve a Phrygian husband, he to accept

From thee her Tyrians as a marriage dower.”

Then Venus answered (for she saw her deep
Dissembling mind, whose scheming would avert
Italia’s kingdom to the Libyan shores) : — 0
 Who is so void of sense he can refuse

Such terms, or who would strive with thee in war?

If only what thou say’st might prove success

When done. But I am uncertain what the fates
Decree, whether it be the will of Jove i)
That Tyrians and Trojans here should dwell

In the same city, mixing race with race,

And joining hands as allies. Thou ’rt his spouse.
For thee ’t is lawful with thy prayers to sound

His deep intent. Go on. I follow thee.” 150

Then thus the royal Juno: ¢ Be it mine

That task. And now my reasons, and the affair
Most urgent, can be briefly said. Attend,

And I will tell thee. When to-morrow’s sun

Shall light the world, the unhappy Dido goes, 15
Attended by Aneas, to the woods,

Prepared for hunting. While the plumage bright

Is fluttering in the wind, and they surround

The thicket with their nets, I from above
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'Will thunder through the heavens, and on them pour 100
A dark storm mixed with hail. The attendants all
By different ways will fly, covered by clouds
And darkness. Dido and the Trojan prince
To the same cave for shelter will repair.
I will be there, and, if thy will be mine, 165
Will join them in firm wedlock, and declare
Their union. There the nuptial rites shall be.”

Not adverse, Cytherea nods assent
To her request, and smiles at the open fraud.

Meanwhile Aurora from the ocean walkes ; 10
And with the risen morning star come bands

Of chosen youths forth from the city gates,

With nets and snares, and broad-tipped hunting-spears,
Massylian riders and keen-scented hounds.

At the palace doors the Punic lords await 1
The queen within her chamber tarrying long.
Splendid in gold and purple stands her steed,

And fiercely champs upon his foaming bit.

At length she issues forth, with all her train.

A rich Sidonian scarf with broidered hem 180
She wears ; her quiver is of gold ; her hair

In golden knots is bound ; a golden clasp

Confines her robe of purple at the waist.

Also the Phrygian knights come moving on

Joyous Tulus too. Most beautiful 185
Among them all, Aneas comes, and joins

The troop. As when Apollo leaves behind

The wintry Lycia, and the Xanthian waves,

And to his native Delos turns again ;

There he renews the dances, and around 190
The altars Cretans, mixed with Dryops, shout,

And painted Agathyrsi; he himself
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Moves on the top of Cynthus, and adjusts
His flowing hair, binding it round with leaves
Fastened with gold ; upon his shoulders ring -~ 1
His arrows. So, no slower in his pace,
ZEneas moves. So in his countenance
The radiant beauty shines.

Now they had gained
The mountains steep, and pathless haunts of beasts.
Lo, here the wild goats, from the topmost rocks 2w
Dislodged, run down the ridges ; there the deer
Huddle in dusty squadrons. But the boy
Ascanius through the valleys bounds along
Rejoicing, on his mettled steed ; and now
This way pursues, now that, — and much desires s
That *mid the timid herds he might pursue
A foaming boar, or see a lion come,
With tawny skin, down from the mountain-sides.

Meanwhile the sky begins to be disturbed

With muttering thunder ; and a storm ensues 10
Of mingled rain and hail. The Tyrian knights,

The Trojan youths, and young Ascanius, all

In fear seek different shelter here and there

About the fields. The swollen streams rush down
The mountains. Dido and the Trojan prince 215
In the same cave find refuge. Tellus then,

And Juno, goddess of the nuptial ties,

Give signal.” Lightnings flash around. The sky

Is witness of the hymeneal rites ;

And from the mountain summits shriek the nymphs. 2«
That day firét proved the source of death ; that first
The origin of woes. For neither now

By seeming or good fame is Dido moved ;

Nor does she meditate clandestine love.
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She calls it marriage ; and beneath this name g
Conceals her fault. : ‘
Then through the cities wide \
Of Libya, all at once flies Rumor forth, —

Rumor, than whom no evil is more swift.

She grows by motion, gathers strength by flight.
Small at the first, through fear, soon to the skies 2%
She lifts herself. She walks upon the ground,

And hides her head in clouds. Her parent Earth,
Wroth, so they say, at the anger of the gods,

Gave birth to her, her latest progeny,

Sister to Cceeus and Enceladus; 235
‘With nimble feet, and swift persistent wings,

A monster huge and terrible is she.

As many feathers as her body bears,

So many watchful eyes beneath them lurk,

So many tongues and mouths, and ears erect. )
By night ’twixt heaven and earth she flies, through
shades,

‘With rushing wings, nor shuts her eyes in sleep.
By day she watches from the roofs or towers;
And the great cities fills with haunting fears ;
As prone to crime and falsehood as to truth, ]
She with her gossip multifold now filled ‘
The people’s ears, rejoicing, —gction and fact
Alike proclaiming ; now as, born
Of Trojan blood, had com: Dido thought
Worthy her hand in marridfe ; now that they 25
Were passing the long winter in delight
Of luxury, unmindful of their realms,
Captive to low desires. The goddess base
Pours here and there into the mouths of men
\sucb things ; then far off turns her course, and flies 25
To King Iarbas, and inflames his mind
_ With sayings, and his anger aggravates.

\
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He, sprung from Ammon, and the forced embrace

Of a Garamantian nymph, to Jove had built

A hundred altars and & hundred fanes %0

In his broad realms, and consecrated there ’

The eternal watch and vigil fires divine ;

And all the ground was fat with blood of flocks :

And the doors decked with wreaths of various hue.
/He, furious, it is said, and in his soul %5

Inflamed by bitter Rumor, prayed to Jove

Before the altars and the sacred shrines,

Suppliant, with earnest words and lifted hands : —

40 Jove Omnipotent, to whom the race

Maurusian, feasting on embroidered couches, m

Lenzan honors pours, see’st thou these things?

‘When thou dost hurl on us thy flaming bolts,

O Father, shall we feel no fear of thee?

And are thy lightnings blind, that in the clouds

Affright us, and their thunder empty noise ? m

A wandering woman, who in our domains

Has built a paltry city for a price,

To whom we gave a piece of land to till

And rule with laws, now spurns our suit, and takes

Zneas to her kingdom for her lord. 20

And now this Paris, with effeminate crew,

Tying his Lydian cap janeath his chin,

His hair all moist wi e, can possess

The prize he snatches, to thy temples we

Forsooth bring gifts, and nurse an empty fame.” 25

So praying, holding fast the altar’s horns,

The omnipotent father heard, and turned his eyes
Toward the royal city, and the pair,

Forgetting in their love their better fame.

To Mercury then he spoke and gave commands:
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“ Go hasten now, my son, and call to thee

The Zephyrs, and upon their pinions glide ;

And to the Trojan leader speak, who now
Lingers in Tyrian Carthage, nor regards

The future cities given him by the fates; -

And swiftly bear this message through the skies ;
Not such an one his fairest mother gave

To us in promise, and so shielded twice

From Grecian swords : but that he should be one
To rule Italia, freighted with the weight

Of empire, fierce in war, and prove his race

To be of Teucer’s lofty lineage, '

And make the whole world subject to his laws.
If of such deeds no glory kindles him,

And for his own renown he meditates

No great emprise, yet does the father grudge
Ascanius the Roman citadels ?

'What plan does he pursue? Or with what hope
Does he delay among a hostile race,

Nor think of his Ausonian progeny,

And the Lavinian fields? No, let him sail .
Such our decree. Our messenger be thou!”

The mighty father’s great command the god
Prepares to obey. And first upon his feet
He binds his golden sandals, with their wings
That bear him high aloft o’er sea and land,
Rapidly as the blast. His wand he takes;

With this he calls the pale ghosts from the shades,

And others sends to gloomy Tartarus;
Gives sleep, and takes, and opens once again

310

The eyes of the dead. With this he drives the winds,

And swims across the murky clouds. And now,
Flying, he sees the summit and steep sides
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Of rugged Atlas, bearing up the sky ; —
Atlas, whose piny head is bound about o
Forever with black clouds,— by winds and rains
Beaten, — his shoulders veiled in drifted snow ;
And down his aged chin dash waterfalls,
And all his bristly beard is stiff with ice.
ere first Cyllenius lit with balanced wings; =
d hence he plunges headlong toward the waves,
Like to a bird which round about the shores
And fishy rocks flies low, close to the sea;
So between earth and sky he flew, and skimmed
The sandy beach and cut the Libyan winds.! a5
‘When with his wingéd feet, among the huts
Of the new city he alights, he sees
Zneas founding towers and houses new, —
His sword-hilt starred with yellow jasper stones ;
And from his shoulders hung a Tyrian cloak "
Of brilliant hues, the sumptuous Dido’s gift,
And wrought by her with slender threads of gold.
Forthwith he addresses him: “Is this a time
To lay the stones of Carthage, and build up,
Obedient to thy dame, the lofty walls s
Of her fair city? Alas, forgetting all
. Thy own affairs and kingdom! From the clear
Olympian heights, the Ruler of the gods,
By whose great will the heavens and earth revolve,
Hath sent me down to thee, and this command 3%
1 bring. What plan art thou pursuing here ?
Or with what hope dost thou consume thy time
In Libyan lands ? If glory of great deeds

171 have intentionally omitted the line * Materno veniens ab
avo Cyllenia proles,” for three reasons : 1. It is superfluous; 2.
It is awkward and out of place; 3. It belongs to a passage
whose authenticity is suspected. — Tr.
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Kindles thee not, if for thine own renown

Thou meditat’st no great emprise, at least ™
Regard Ascanius’ hopes, — thy rising heir,

To whom are due the realms of Italy

And Rome.” Thus having said, Cyllenius left,

Even as he spoke, the sphere of mortal sight,

And in the thin air vanished far away. ®

Dumb and bewildered at the vision then
Zneas stood, with hair erect with fear,
And gasping voice. He burned to fly and leave
These pleasant regions, stunned by such command
And warning of the gods. And yet, alas! s
‘What shall he do? With what speech shall he now
Dare to appease the raging queen? How first
Begin to speak? And now his rapid thoughts
Fly this way and now that, in various ways
Impelled, but wide of all decision still ; no
Till to his dubious mind one course seems best.
Mnestheus and Sergestus then he calls,
And strong Serestus, bidding them equip
With silent speed the fleet ; and to the shore
Urge their companions, and prepare their arms, s
Dissembling the design of this new change.
Meanwhile, since generous Dido, ignorant
Of all, dreams not of broken ties of love,
He will attempt means of approach, and find
The hour most soft, the time most fit, for speech. e
Then all prepare to obey with joyful speed,
And execute his orders. A

But the queen
(Who can deceive a lover ?) soon foreknew
His wiles, and saw a